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PREFACE. 


This  book  has  been  prepared  for  me  and  under  my  supervision.  In  my 
©pinion,  it  contains  the  best  collection  of  Gospel  Hymns  in  existence.  Mr. 
Staples  is  the  author  of  many  books,  a  distinguished  composer,  an  earnest 
•and  devoted  Cnristian.  So”  without  hesitation  I  send  it  forth  among  the 
people,  with  the  prayer  that  God  will  open  the  Windows  of  Heaven,  and 
pour  out  rich  blessings  in  their  hearts. 


H.  M.  WHARTON. 


WINDOWS  OF  HEAVEN. 


No.  1,  OPEN  THE  WINDOWS  OF  HEAVEN. 


No.  2.  SHOWERS  OF  BLESSING. 

E.  G.  Staples. 

1.  Lord,  I  hear  of  show’rsof  bless-ing,  Thou  art  scatt’ring  full  and  free- 

2.  Passme  not,  O  gracious  Fa  -  ther!  Sin-  ful  though  my  heart  may  be; 

d.  Passme  not,  O  ten- der  Sav  -  four!  Let  me  love  and  cling  to  Thee ; 
4.  Pass  me  not,  O  might-y  Spir  -  it!  Thou  c  -  ' . 


Show’rs  the  thirst-  y  land  re  -  fresh-  ing;  Let  some  droppings  fall  < 
Thou  miglit’st  leaveme,  but  the  rath-  er  LetThymer-ey  iall  on  r 
I  am  long  -  ing  for  Thy  fav  -  or;  Whilst  thou’rt  calling,  oh,  call  r 
Wit-ness- er  of  Je  -sus’mer-  it.  Sneak  the  word  nf  mw’r 


No.  3.  I’M  THINE,  FOREVER  THINE. 


“My  beloved  is  mine,  and  I 


His.”— Cant.  11:  : 

W.  W.  Bentley,  by  per. 


1.  No  more  my  own,  Lord  Je-sus,  Bought  with  Thy  precious  blood; 

2. X  give  the  life  Thou  gav-est,  My  pres- ent,  fut-ure,  past, 
3.1  give  the  love,  the  sweet-est  Thy  good-ness  grants  to  me- 
4.  Qjit-side  thecampto  suf- fer,  With -in  the  vale  to  meet 


So^  one  with  Thee,  Lord,  Je  -  sus,  I'm  Thine,  for-ev  -  er  Thine. 


m 
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No.  4.  WHAT  SHALL  OUR  RECORD  BE? 

SOLO  AND  CHORUS. 


What  shall  our  Record  be.— Concluded. 


No.  5.  GLORIA  PATRI. 

F.  L.  Armstrong. 


Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  to  the  Son,  And  to  the  Ho  -  ly  Ghost, 


As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  er  shall  be,  World  without  end.  A  -  men! 

is  now,  and  7 
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No.  6.  JESUS,  SAVIOUR,  PILOT  ME. 

(  PXXjOT,  7s  0  lines.) 


:  pr r 


Hid  -  ing  rock  and  treach’rons  shoal;  Chart  and 

When  thou  say’st  to  them  “Be  still!”  Won  -  drous 

Then,  while  lean  -  ing  on  Thy  breast,  May  I 


Sow  -  ’reign  of 
hear  Thee  say 


Je  -  sus,  Saw  -  iour,  pi  -  lot  me. 
Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  iour,  pi  -  lot  me. 
“Fear  not,  I  will  pi  -  lot  thee!” 
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No.  7.  SWEETLY  RESTING. 


J e  -  sus, bless  -  ed  Rock  of  A  -  ges,  I  will  hide  my  -  self  in  Thee. 


No.  8. 


.  ONE  MORE  DAY’S  WORK  FOR  JESUS. 

“I must  work  the  works  of  Him  that  sent  Me,  while  il  is  day.” — John  9:  4. 


Miss  Anna  Warner.  Rev.  Robert  Lowry,  by  per. 


1.  Oue  more  day’s  work  for  Je  -  sus;  One  less  of  life  for  me!  Butheav’uis. 

2.  Oue  more  day’s  work  for  Je  -  sus;  How  glo-rious  is  myKing!’Tisjoy,not 

3.  One  more  day’k  work  for  Je  -  sus;  How  sweet  the  work  has  been,  To  tell  the 


near-er,  And  Christ  is  dear-er,  Than  yes  -  ter  -  day  to  me;  His  love  and 
du-ty,  To  speak  His  beau-ty;  My  soul  mounts  on  the  wing  At  tliemere 
sto-ry,  To  show  the  glo-  ry,  When  Christ’s  flock  en-ter  in!  How  it  did 


light  Fill  all  my  soul  to-night. 

tho’ 1 1  low  Christ  my  life  has  bought.  One  more  day’s  work  for  Jesus,  One  more  day’s  work  for 
shine  Inthispoorheartofmine! 
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No.  9.  OVER  THE  BRIDGE. 

Mrs.  R.  N.  Tubneb.  T.  c.  0’Ka*e. 


1-  ^O-ver  the  bridge,  the  mys-ti-cal  bridge, There  lieth  the  cit-y  of  gold, 

2.  \  ls-ions  so  bright  we  cannot  behold,  We  see  not  our  ra-di-ant  dome- 

3.  O- ver  the  bridge,  the  wonderful  bridge,  White  shrouded  and  silent  and  dim 

4.  Safe  from  all  pain,  se-curefromall  ill,  The  riv-er  of  death  safely  passed,  ’ 


Zi-  on  the  blest,  the  ho-ly,  beloved,  Adorned  as  a  bride  for  her  Lord. 
Faith  must  illume  with  patience  and  love,  The  pathway  to  heaven  and  home. 


No  heart  can  conceive  of  the  glory  within  Those  mansions,  those  palaces  there 


r~p— p— p  j  p  pT — j 
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Copyright,  1888,  by  J.  H.  KUEZENKNABE,  by  per. 


No.  lO.  HALLELUJAH!  BLESS  HIS  NAME! 

J.  H.  K.  J.  H.  Kubzknknabe. 


1.  A  sin-  ner,  I  came,  my  dear  Lord  to  see,  Hallelu  -  jah, bless  His  name ! 

2.  I  knew  that  the  Lord  would  not  pass  me  by,  Hallelu  -  jah,  bless  His  name ! 

3.  Oh,  the  rapture  I  felt  I  can  nev-er  tell,  Hallelu -jah,  bless  His  name! 

4.  I’ll  watch,  for  to-day  yet  the  Lord  may  come, Hallelu  -  jah, bless  His  name! 


He  knew  meat  once  and  abode  with  me,  Hal-le-  lu  -  jah  bless  His  name ! 
He  knowsev’ry  heart, and  He heardmy  cry,  Hal-le-  In  -  jah bless  His  name  ! 
For  the  great  relief  when  my  bur-den  fell,  Hal-le-  lu  -  jah  bless  His  name  ! 
'  To  grant  me  the  joy  of  His  happy  home,  Hal-le-  lu  -  jah  bless  His  name  ! 


But  o  -  ver  the  boundless  des  -  ert,  For  us  the  perennial  flo  wers. 
What  beau- ties  be-fore  ns  o  -  pen,  When  entering  that  land  so  fair. 
To  walk  through  the  shining  cit  -  y,  And  know  that  it  is  our  home. 
To  stand  by  the  tide  -  less  riv  -  er,  Where  towers  of  the  cit-  y  gleam. 
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No.  15.  COME  IN  AND  ABIDE. 

Arr.  by  I.  S.  FIELD. 


Rev.  R.  H.  PITT,  D.  D. 
u  Slowly,  with  expression. 

Ms  ' - 


1.  Come,  blest  Redeemer!  Be  thy  servants’ honored  guest — Comeincom- 

2.  Come,  dear  Redeemer!  We  are  faint  and  sore  distressed :  If  Thou  wilt 

3.  Hail!  bless-ed  Je-sus,Thou  hast  heard  thy  servants’  pray’r,  And  heartsare 


17 


No.  16.  He  That  Goeth  Forth  With  Weeping-. 

R.  G.  Staples. 
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No.  17.  SAVIOUR  OF  THE  LOST. 


F.  E.  Havergal.  j  t  Geape 


No.  18.  IS  YOUR  LIGHT  SHINING. 


R.  G.  Staples. 


1.  Is  your  light  shining  brightly, my  brother?  Does  it  cast  a  broad  gleam  o’er  the  wave  ? 

2.  Let  it  shine  with  a  light  bright  and  cheery,  Let  it  shine  with  a  light  broad  and  glad ; 

3.  Let  your  light  shine  so  brightly, my  brother,  That  oth-ers  may  take  note  of  you, 

4.  Let  it  shine  in  the  homes  of  the  fallen,  And  cast  a  glad  ra-dianee  with- in ; 


From  sin, and  from  danger, and  sorrow  Some  poor  shipwreck’d  soul  it  may  save. 
It  may  speak  peace  and  hope  to  the  weary, It  may  bring  joy  and  trust  to  the  sad. 
And  glo  -  ri-  fy  Je  -  sns  in  heav  en,  By  see-ing  the  good  that  you  do. 
Christ  pardoned  the  weak  and  the  sinful,  And  died  to  save  them  from  sin. 


fell 


Let  it  shine,  let  it  shine,  O’er  the  waves  of  the  dark,  rolling  sea; 

Let  it  shine,  let  it  shine, 

— — r-grf — -A-g-*- 


No.  19.  MIGHTY  TO  SAVE. 

Words  by  Rev.  R.  W.  Tood.  Music  by  Habry  Sanders,  by  per. 

I  1.  O  who  is  this  that  cometh  From  Edom’s  crimson  plain,  With  wounded  side  with 
!  O  0  1SrthT  apTel  wlth  ree^ing  gore  all  dye*  Like  them  that  tre^Tfte 
3.  O, bleeding  Lamb,  my  Savionr,  How  couldst  thou  bearthis  shame?' ‘With  mercy  ffaughtmine 

— t.  ~  i  ~  * 


an-somgave;  I,  that  speak  in  righteousness,  Mighty  to 
darken-ing  skies;  Of  the  peo-  pie  there  was  none  Mighty  to 
-quered  the  grave;  Now  the  year  of  joy  has  come,  Mighty  to 


r 

.  .  Refrain. 

Mighty  to 

r  i 

’rvzi 

save, 

Mighty  t 
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Mighty  to  save,  ^ 

®  i  Mighty  to  save. 
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No.  20.  WE’RE  MARCHING  TO  ZION. 

Rev.  I.  Watts.  Rev.  R.  Lowby,  D.  D.,  by  per. 


m  OpiTUtSU..  . 


e/ 


1.  Come, we  that  love  the  Lord, And  let  onr  joys  be  known.  Join 

2.  Let  those  re  -  fuse  to  sing  Who  nev  -  er  knew  onr  God;  But 

3.  The  hill  of  Zi  -  on  yields  A  tlious-and  sa  -  cred  sweets,  Re- 

4.  Then  let  our  songs  a- bound, And  ev  •  ery  tear  be  dry;  We’re 

. ■=£=& 


..  ~f~ T 

a  song  with  sweet  ac  -  cord,  Join  in  a  song  withsweet  accord,  And 
chil  -  dren  of  the  heav’n-ly  King,  But  chil-  dren  of  the  heav’nly  King, May 
-fore  we  reach  the  heav’n-ly  fields,  Be- fore  we  reach  the  heav’nly  fields,  Or 
marching  thro’  Im-manuel’s  ground,  We’re  marching  thro’  Immanuel’s  ground, To 


thus  sur  -  round  the  throne,  And  thus  surround  the  throne, 
speak  their  joys  a  -  broad,  May  speak  their  joys  a  -  broad, 

walk  the  gold  -  en  streets,  Or  walk  the  gold  -  en  streets, 

fair  -  er  worlds  on  high,  To  fair  -  er  worlds  on  high. 


march-ing  up- ward  to  Zi  -  on,  The  beau-ti-  ful  cit- y  of  God. 
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No.  21.  I  AM  SAVED. 


I 


iSfer  fl  i  * - n 
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wait  -  -  ing  for  yon  and  fo 

Fond  -  ly  wait  -  ing,  wait  -  ing  for  you  and  foi 
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r  me. 
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No.  23.  SOLDIERS  OF  THE  CROSS. 


26 


No.  24.  COME,  HOLY  SPIRIT. 


(ARLINGTON.  O.  M.) 


1.  Come,  Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it,  heav’n 

2.  Look!  how  we  grov  -  el  here 


ly  Dove !  With 
be  -  low,  Fond 


all  thy  quick  - ’ning  pow’rs,  Kin  -  die  a  flame  of 

of  these  trif  -  ling  toys!  Our  souls  can  nei  -  ther 


4  Dear  Lord,  and  shall  we  ever  live 

At  this  poor  dying  rate — 

Our  love  so  faint,  so  close  to  Thee, 
And  Thine  to  us  so  great? 

5  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Heavenly  Dove ! 

With  all  thy  quickening  powers; 
Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour’s  Love, 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 

37 


No.  25.  HEAVENLY  SHEPHERD. 


W.  A.  C. 


Wilbitb  A.  Chkisty,  by  per. 


i — — r~~ — n 

He  lead- eth  me, .  He  lead- eth  me; . 

For  His  name’s  sake,  .  for  His  name’s  sake;... 

My  heart  to  cheer, .  my  heart  to  cheer;... 

With  tend- ’rest  care,  .  with  tend- ’rest  care;  ... 

gr<— - m— 1 — f-'f-  *  f  * - *  * - , — 
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..  No  cru  -  el 
. .  And  when  my 

m  

>—7 

me, .  He  feed  -  eth  me.... 

make, .  my  path  doth  make. 

fear, .  have  I  to  fear.. 

there, .  I’ll  praise  Him  there 


Dear  Shep-herd, 


I 


MY  HAPPY  HOME. 


No.  27. 


of  the  New  Je  -  ru  -  sa-  lem,  I  3m  wash’d  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 


MASTER  THE  TEMPEST  IS  RAGING. 

H.  E.  Palmkb. 


T-jr  "j""  J*  [ - - ft - jr - : - p 

X.  Master,  the  tempest  is 

2.  Master,  with  anguish  of 

3.  Master,  the  ter-  ror  is 

rag  -  ing!  The  bil-lows  are  toss-ing 
spir-  it  I  bow  in  my  grief  to 
o  -  ver,  The  el  -  e-  ments  sweetly 

.  **■  +-  ■f-  +•  ^  i  r> 
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high! 

-  day; 

fr..fr  fr  ft < jL| 
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V  V  V  V  V  9  *  -  I  | 

The  sky  is  o’ershadowed  with  blackness,  No  shel-ter  or  help  is  nigh; 

The  depthsof  my  sad  heart  are  troubled — Oh,  waken  and  save,  I  pray! 
Earth’s  sun  in  the  calm  lake  is  mirrored,  And  heaven’s  within  my  breast; 

Car-  est  thou  not  that  we  per  -  ish?  How  canst  Thou  lie  a  -  sleep, 
Torrents  of  sin  and  of  an  -  guish  Sweep  o’er  my  sink  -  ing  soul; 
Lin-ger,  0  bless-ed  Re  -  deem  -  eH  Leave  me  a  -  lone 


i 


TT 


r  t 
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When  each  moment  so  mad-  ly  is  threat’ning  A  grave  in  the  an  -  gry  deep? 
And  I  per- ish!  I  per-  ish!  dear Mas-ter — Oh,  has-ten,  and  take  con-  troll 
And  with  joy  I  shall  make  the  best  har- bor,  And  rest  on  the  bliss- ful  shore. 

*  *  *  '  '  '  K  a  '  -■ 
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The  windsandthewavesshallo-bey  Thy  will,  Peace,  be  still! 

Peace,  be  still!  peace,  he  still! 


Master,  the  Tempest  is  Raging.-Concluded. 


No.  29.  ON  JORDAN’S  STORMY  BANKS. 


ii  if 

p: 


T.  C.  O’Kane,  by  per.' 


1.  On  Jor-dan’s  stormy  banks  I  stand,  And  cast  a  wish-  fill  eye 
•2.  O’er  all  those  wide-ex-  tend-ed  plains  Shines  one  e  -  ter  -  nal  day; 

3.  When  shall  I  reach  the  hap-py  place  And  be  for  -  ev  -  er  blest? 

4.  Filled  with  de-light,  my  raptured  soul  Wouldhereno  long  -  er  stay; 


To  Ca-naan’s  fair  and  hap  -  py  land,  Where  my  pos  -  ses-  sions  lie. 

There  God  the  Son  for  -  er  -  er  reigns.  And  scat-ters  night  a-  way. 

When  shall  I  see  my  Fath  -  er’s  face,  And  in  His  bo-  som  rest? 

Tho’  Jor-dan’s  waves  a-round  me  roil,  Fear  -  less  I’d  launch  a  -  way. 


i=E£=E3£3SE5a^a 

Lamb,  by  and  by,  And  dwell  with  J 
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No.  30.  WALK  IN  THE  LIGHT. 

Wilbur  A.  Christy. 


,1/  C  U  * 

2  Walk°inh*t. V  S,peaking  in  ^’Calling  to  those  that  are  straying, 

3  W»  t  ,?n  tR  Il  gih!.;  n  Je“8  who  pleads, Earnest-ly  seeking  to  guide  you, 

4  Walk  in  the  AifA?  hear  **  and  heed- Ye  who  are  struggling  and  weary  ? 

4.  Walk  in  the  light;  ’tis  the  Saviour’s  command, These  are  the  words  he  hasgiven, 


■“Mi* 


Chorus. 


1 

t 

1 

Walk.  .  .  in  the  light.  .  .  Fol- low  the  step  of  the  Sav  -  io 

— H 

Walk  in  the  light,  O  walk  in  the  light. 

■=*3 

Hymnal,"  by  per. 


No.  31.  WE’LL  GREET  THEM. 


B.  .G.  S.  E.  G.  Staples. 

a  Flowing.    .  ^ 

1.  In  the  land  so  bright  and  gold-en,  Far  a- way  be-yondthe  sky; 

2.  On  the  mountain  heights  of  Pisgah,  By  our  faith  we  al-ruost  see 

3.  We  shall  meet  our  dear  de-part-  ed,Gath-ered  there  hard  by  the  throne, 


f 


Souls  redeemed  from  earth-ly  thral-dom,  Shall  we  greet  them  by  and  by  ? 
That  fair  land,  dear  land  of  prom- ise,  Where  our  souls  shall  be  made  free. 
And  with  voi-  ces  joined  in  con  -  eert,  We  shallknow  as  we  are  known. 


if-T  f-  r  r  i 
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Greet  them!  Greet  them i 

We  shall  greet  them, 

.  .  f  f  ..  . 
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on  fair  Canaan’s  blissful  shore,  Sweet !  how 

• 
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sweet  will  be  the  greet-  ing  When  u 

r  '  r  ■ 

re  meet  to  part  .no  more. 
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No.  32.  HEAR  THE  NEWS. 


No.  33.  WE  ARE  PILGRIMS  OF  A  DAY. 


Robert  Lowr 


EEft | =.t- 

1.  We  are  pil  -  grims  of 

2.  We  are  hap  -  p,y  in 

3.  Sin  and  sor  -  row  here 

4.  Work-ing  all  the  way 

|  N  I  £  I 


a  day,  Homeward  bound, homeward  bound : 
the  Lord,  Trav-  ’ling  on,  trav-  ’ling  on; 
be- low,  Soon  will  end,  soon  will  end; 
a  -  long,  Rest  will  come,  rest  will  come; 

!  .  b  l 
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Sing-  ing  on  our  cheer-  ful  way,  We  are  homeward  bound. 

Trust-  ing  in  His  ho  -  ]y  word,  We  are  trav-  ’ling  on. 

In  the  land  to  which  we  go,  Toil  and  care  will  end. 

Light  -  en  work  with  pray’rand  song,  Bless  ed  rest  will  come 

r  r  !  Ud  ,  I^.r  r  f  r 


Copyright,  1889,  by  ROBERT  LOWRY. 


No.  34.  THERE’S  A  GREAT  DAY  COMING. 

w-  T-  W.  L.  Thompson. 


l - i - ^ - N - PS, — | - j: - K,--| - h  f.  ft  >>»  - 
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great  da 
bright  da 
sad  da 

y  comii 

r  hit 

*  •  •  •  ^  *  * » — * — * — * — « — • — #-j 

ag  by  and  by,  When  the  saints  and  the  sin-ners  shall  be 
ng  by  and  by,  But  its  brightness  shall  on  -  ly  come  to 
ng  by  and  by,  When  the  sin-ner  shall  hear  His  doom  “De- 

No.  35.  SHINING  SHORE. 


n 

it  i 


5 


G.  F.  Root. 


1.  My  days  are  glid-  ing  swift-  ly  by,  And  I,  a  pilgrim  stranger, 

2.  Our  absent  King  the  watchword  gave,  “Let  ev  -  ’ry  lamp  be  burning;’ 

3.  Should  coming  days  be  dark  and  cold,  We  will  not  yield  to  sor-  row, 

4.  Let  storms  of  woe  in  whirlwinds  rise,  Each  cord  on  earth  to  sev  -  er, 


I 


V  .  . 


N°.  36.  IS  MY  NAME  WRITTEN  THERE? 


No.  37.  OUR  MOTHER’S  WAY. 

Furnished  by  El.  Nathan,  arr.  James  McGranahan,  by  per. 


ip 


* i  L  *  * *  *  ^  ^  TT 

1.  Oft  with -in  a  lit  -  tie  cot-tage,As  the  shadows  gent-  ly  fall, 

2.  If  our  home  be  bright  and  cheer-y  If  it  holds  a  wel-come  true, 

3.  Sometimes  when  our  hearts  grow  heavy,  Or  our  task  seems  ver-y  long, 

4.  O  how  oft  it  comes  be- fore  us,  That  sweet  face  up  -  on  the  wall] 


i=t  s 


While  the  sunlight  touch-es  soft-  ly,  One  sweet  face  up  -  on  the  wall; 

Open-  ing  wide  its  door  of  greet  ing,  To  the  ma  -  ny  not  the  few; 

When  our  bur-dens  look  too  heav-  y,  And  we  deem  the  right  all  wrong; 

And  her  mem’  ry  seems  more  precious,  As  w~  —  ' — “ —  - - ” 


There  the  lone  -  ly  loved  ones  gather,  And  in  hushed  and  ten- der  tone, 
If  we  share  our  Father’s  boun-ty,  With  the  need  -  y  day  by  day, 


Ask  each  oth-  ers  full  for-giveness,  For  the  wrong  that  each  had  done. 
’Tis  be- cause  our  hearts remem-ber,“ This  was  ev  -  er  mother’s  way.” 
Let  us  do  our  du  -  ty  brave-ly,  “This  was  our  dear  mother’s  way.  ” 

They  may  find  us  calm-  ly  wait-ing,  To  go  home  ou*mother’s  way. 


OUR  MOTHER’S  WAY.-Concluded. 


ris  _  _  -»■-*•-»  -sK 


se  they  sweetly  i*„  0„C1)  ±b  was  once  oi 
in  peace  with  Je  -  sus,  Lov-ing  hearts  r< 


No.  38.  ABIDE  WITH  ME. 


f  «Aj«5: 

4  r  fo!rThy  PJes'e“5^  ®v'  ,py  pass-ing  hour;  What  but  Thy 

5  JnM  ",  “?  foe-  ™th  Thee  at  hand  to  bless;  Ills  hare  no7 
5.  Hold  Thou  Thy  cross  be  -  fore  my  clos- ing  eyes;  Shine  through  the 


deep-  ens— Lord, with  me  a-  bide!  When  oth  -  er '  1 
dim,  its  glo  -  nes  pass  a  -  way;  Change  and  de  -  cav‘  in 

grace  can  toil  the  tempter’s  pow’r?  Who,  like  thy  *-  self,  my 

weight,  and  tears  no  bit  -  ter  -  ness;  Where  is  death’s  sting  ’  where 

gloom  and  point  me  to  the  skies;  Heaven’s  morning  breaks,  and  ' 


guide  and  stay  can  be  ?  Thro’  cloud  and  sunshine, Lord 
grave, thy  vie  -  tory?  I  triumph  still,  if  Thou 
earth  s  vain  shadows  flee;  In  life,  in  death,  O  Lord, 


a  -  bide  with  w. 
a  -  bide  with  me. 
a  -  bide  with  me. 
a  -  bide  with  me. 
a  -  bide  with  me. 


No.  39.  I’M  RESTING  IN  THE  CRUCIFIED. 


F-  A-  B-  F.  A.  Blackmee. 


Hascleans’dmy  heart  from  ev’ry  stain,  And  brought  the  glorious  fullness  in. 

ButwhentheCru-ci-fied  Isought,  I  found  sweet  rest  and  sol  -  ace  there. 
Where  sin’s  wild  ocean  cannot  drown,  Tho’  nearits  threat’ningbillows  roll! 


a  calm  and  safe  re- treat,  Andliere  I  ev  -  er  would  a  -  bide. 


No.  40.  LOVE  AND  GRACE. 


1. 1.  L.  I.  I.  Leslie. 


— Zi - 

1  ■*  t 

1:1  • ■ 
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1. 

Oh!  ’twaslove  that  brought  me  to  Him,  And  ’tis  love 

that  keepsme  there; 

2. 

Dark  it  was 

be-  fore  I  found  Him,  And  the  way 

I  could  not  see; 

3. 

Oh!  how  blest 

to  walk  with  Je  ■ 

■  sus!  Joy  we  nev 

-  er  knew  be-fore; 

4. 

Now  it  is 

by  faith  I  view 

Him,  As  I  walk 

the  nar-rowway; 

5. 

Then  my  joy 

will  be  for  -  ev  - 

■  er;  There  no  clouds  will  in-  ter-vene; 

fell 

i  d  b  T 

No.  41.  WHAT  A  CATH’RiNG  THAT  WILL  BE. 

K-  J.  H.  Kurzeknabe. 


With  the  friends  and  all  the  lov’d  ones, thee  a  -  wait  ing  ns 

to-geth-er,  on  the  bright  ce  -  les  -  tial  shore 
Tu  *  bl(l-dmg  of  our  Sav-iour,  “Come, ye  blessed,  to  my  right  ” 
Then  to  meet  and  join  to  sing  the  song  of  Mo-  ses  and  the  Lamb. 


J.  H.  kubzinknabk  a  sons. 

4o 


What  a  GathTingr  That  wilf  be.— Concluded. 


, 


No.  43.  I  AM  SHELTERED  IN  THEE. 

Fbank  M.  Davis,  by  per. 


•  i  am  safe  in  the  Bock  that  is  hich-er  Mian  t  m*1  v 

.  I  am  safe  in  the  cleft  ,  *’  This  my  refuge  thro’ 

•  I  am  safe  in  the  Eock,  let  whatev-  er  Wno 
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No.  44.  NEVERMORE. 


No.  45.  ALL  TO  CHRIST  I  OWE. 

Mra.  E.  M.  Hall.  T  ,n  ~ 

J.  T.  Grape,  by  per. 


2. '  The,,  down  ^  Death  H^cS  s‘renSth  indeed  is  small, 

3.  When  from  my  dy-  ing  bed  Mv  ran  m^,  Mn"®®k  soul, 

4.  And  when  J-  g  th™,  ? 


Child  of  weakness, watch  and  pray,  Find  in 
3*  “?Tght  haVC  1  t0  bril'K.  Thy 
Then  Je  -  sus  paid  it  all,”  Shall 

111  my  .  my  tro-phies  down,  All 

me  thy  all  in  aU. 

grace  must  make  me  whole, 
rend  the  vault-ed  skies, 
down  at  Je  -  sus’  feet. 

r~Ef=^zJ 

No.  46.  HE  SAVES  TO  THE  UTTERMOST. 


thoughtfill’d  my  heart  with  sad  -  ness, There’s  no  hope  fora  sinner  like  me. 
cried, “  I’m  the  chief  of  sin  -  ners.Thon  cans’t  save  a  poor  sinner  like  me. 
now  un  -  to  oth-  ers  I’m  tell  -  ing  How  He  saved  a  poor  sinner  like  me 

J  J'  N  I 


No.  47.  SPREAD  THE  NEWS. 

LYm  R.  G.  Staples. 


3  Let"  And  '  let  thatbght  ex  -  w’ 

3.  Let  all  the  peo-ple  praise  Thee, Lord;  Let  all  their  homage  bS.g; 


No.  48.  THE  BLOOD  OF  JESUS. 


Rev.  J.  B.  Atchinson. 


T.  C.  O’Kane,  by  per. 


X.  What  is  it  flows  in  crim-son  stream  ?  ’Tis  the  blood  of  Je  -  i,„„, 

2.  O  where  is  heal  -  ing  for  the  soul  ?  In  the  blood  of  Je  -  sus; 

3.  O  stream  of  life!  O  stream  of  love!  Pre-cions  blood  of  Je  -  sus- 

.  ±  t:  ±  ±  ±  1Z  i: 

=t=f  ' 
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What  is  it  does  the  world  re-deem  ?  ’Tis  the  blood  of 
Where  is  the  bro  -  ken  heart  made  whole  ?  In  the  blood  of 
Pre  -  pare  me  for  my  home  a  -  hove,  Cleans-ing  blood  of  Je  - 

t  f  ^  ±. 


Yes,  Jesus’  blood  will  cleanse  each  stain,  And  purge  the  heart  from  ev’ry  sin, 
There  is  a  balm  for  ev- ’ry  wound.For  all  mankind  it  doth  a-bound. 
O  pre-cious  fount-ain  filled  with  blood,  I’ll  plunge  beneath  the  purple  flood. 


’Twill  make  man  wholly  pure  with-in—  Pre- cious  blood  of  Je  -  sus. 

A  heal-  ing  stream  no  depth  can  sound — ’Tis  the  blood  of  Je  -  sus. 

And  rise  redeemed,  restored,  re-  newed,  In  the  blood  of  Je  -  sus 

J J  J  *■  *.£  £  *  .  .  .  - 


=e— r-i-r 
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The  blood  of  Jesus, precious  blood!  The  cleansing  blood  of  Je  - ! 


THE  BLOOD  OF  JESUS.-Concluded. 


No.  49.  I  DARE  NOT  IDLE  STAND. 


No.  50.  ’TIS  SOME  MOTHER’S  CHILD. 


fwm 


I.  Baltzell,  by  pe 


At  home  or  a-broad,  in  the  al  -  ley  or  street,  Wher-  ei 

2.  And  when  I  see  those  o’er  whom  long  years  have  roll’d,  Whose  hearts  liavegrown 

3.  No  mat  -  ter  how  far  from  the  right  she  hath  stray’d,  No  mat-  ter  what 

4.  No  mat  -  ter  how  wayward  his  foot-steps  have  been;  No  mat- ter  how 

5.  That  head  hath  been  pillow’d  on  ten  -  der  -  est  breast;  That  form  hath  been 


No.  51.  NOW  THANKS  BE  UNTO  GOD. 

Rev.  J.  B.  Atchinson.  j*.  G.  Staples. 


| 

Who,  on 
So  lov 
Oh,  nev 

the  lift  - 

-  iag-ly 

-  er  let 

ed  cross^ 
be  -  stowed 

Our  peace  and  par  -  don 
Each  swift  -  ly  pass  -  ing 
One  step  from  Thee  a  - 

W 

Jt'  1 

~ nr  r  » — p-t 

Chorus. 

1  . 

We  thank  thee,  tord,  and  praise  thy- name,  We  thhiS  time, Lord, anl^praise thy  name, 


For  Christ, Thy  bless- ed  Son;  Who  on .  Thect . . 

Who  on  the  cross  of  blood  and  shame, 


l>  |  u 

of  blood  .  and  si - , 

,  Who  on  the  cross  of  blood  and  shame 


No.  52.  IS  IT  NOTHING  TO  YOU? 


J.  E.  Hall. 


^  ^  _ ^ 

5 — * - S 

CT  * 

1.  Is  it  noth  -  in 

2.  Is  it.  noth  -  in 

3.  Is  it  noth  -  in 

'g  t 

g  t 

ig  t 

*  ♦  3- 3r 

o  you,  all  ye  who  pass  by  ’  That  the 

o  you,  that  Je  -  sus  is  here ’That  He 

o  you,  that  still  you  re  -  fuse  To  ac- 

t — ¥ 

l 

Sav-iour  of  men  came  downffom  on  high;  ThatHe  shed  His  own  blood 
waits  to  give  joy  to  fill  you  with  cheer,  ThatHe  pleafieth  in  love 

cept  of  His  love  His  mer-cy  to  choose ’That  the  harvest  may  pass 
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IS  IT  NOTHING  TO  YOU?  Concluded. 


No.  53.  ANGELS  HOVERING  ROUND. 


^ r f 

1.  There  are  an- gels  hov’ring  round,  There  are  an- gels  hov'ring  round, 

2.  They  will  carry  the  tid-  mgs  home, They  will  carry  the  tid- ings  home; 

^  ^  r  M  p  .  ^  .  r  ,  ^  #• #-  -g-‘ 


No.  54.  WE’LL  WORK  TILL  JESUS  COMES. 


Je-  sus  comes,  And  w 
Je-  sus  comes,  And  w 


No.  55.  THE  RIFTED  ROCK. 

E.  G.  Staples.  W.  F.  Heath. 


— t~r~ 

r  u  u 

1.  No  oth-er  ref- uge,  Lord,  have  I,  Who  can  I  trust  but  Thee? 

2.  Tho’ clouds  obscure  and  dark  the  way,  Stormsin  wildfu-ry  rage, 

3.  Come, stormy  wind,  come,  tempestshock,  Roll,  billows  of  the  sea; 


The  rifted  Rock,  the  rifted  Rock,  Oh,  may  it  shel-ter 
The  rift  -  ed  Rock,  the  rift  -  ed  Rock,  Oh,  may  it  shel  -  ter 


My  hope  is  on  the  rift-ed  Rock  That  has  been  cleft  for  m 
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No.  57.  Hast  Thou  Looked  for  the  Star. 

Mrs.  E.  C.  Ellsworth.  Chas.  Edw.  Prior. 


1.  O  say  hast  thoulook’dfor  the  star 

2.  O  say  hast  thoulook’dfor  the  star 

3.  O  say  hast  thoulook’dfor  the  star 

4.  O  say  hast  thoulook’dfor  the  star 


that  shall  guide  thee 
that  shall  guide  thee 
that  shall  guide  thee 
that  shall  guide  thee 


Je  -  sus,  our  Lord,  and  our  King?  Go  how  at  the  feet  of  the 

walk  m  the  straight  narrow  way?  The  light  that  surround-  ed  the 

hi  -  bors  of  mer-  cy  and  love?  Go  forth  in  the  name  of  the 

Heav-en’s  blest  mansions  of  rest?  ’Tis  Beth  -  le-hem’s  star  ’tis  the 


•  fant  Re- deem-er, 

•  fant  Re- deem-er, 
■  fant  Bfe-  deem-er. 

•  fant  Re-  deem-er, 


His  prais  -  es  for  -  ev  -  er  to  sing. 

Shall  lead  to  the  full  -  ness  of  day. 

And  thine  shall  be  treas  -  ures  a  -  bore. 

Be  -  hold,,  and  be-  lieve,  and  be  blest. 


No.  58.  THE  PRINCE  OF  MY  PEACE. 

Kev.  W.  F. -Grafts.  W.  G.  Fischfr,  by  per. 

S'  •  -  *~d~+-t~-L»  ■  ■  gj_a j  — 

1.  I  stand  aU  bewildered  with  wonder,  And  gaze  on  the  ocean  of  low- 

2.  I  struggled  and  wrestled  to  win  it,  Theblessingthatsettethme  free’ 

.  f  Jf^^HisWlonmeandheardme,  And  bade  me  be  every  whit  whole; 
4.  AheFrmceofmypeaeeisnowpassing,  The  light  ofHis  face  is  on  me; 


No.  59.  BEYOND  THE  THINGS  THAT  PERISH, 


No.  60.  HE  LEADETH  ME. 


He  leadeth  me,  leadethme;  He  leadeth  me, By  Hisowa  hand  He  leadeth  me. 


No.  61.  GUIDE  ME,  SAVIOUR. 


m.  c. 

Slow  and  pathetic. 


E.  Man  ford  Clark. 


No.  62.  WAITING  AT  THE  POOL. 


Rev.  A.  J.  Hough-. 


Wm.  G.  Fischeb,  by  per. 


4  Mother  leaves  the  son,  the  daughter, 
Waiting  at  the  pool; 

Calls  to  them  across  the  water, 
Waiting  at  the  pool; 

Yon  can  never  more  embrace 
Mother,  or  behold  her  face, 

If  you  keep  the  leper’s  place 
Waiting  at  the  pool. 


5  Step  in  boldly — death  may  smite  you, 
Waiting  at  the  pool; 

Jesus  may  no  more  invite  you, 
Waiting  at  the  pool; 

Faith  is  near  you,  take  her  hand, 

Seek  with  her  the  better  land, 

And  no  longer  doubting  stand 
Waiting  at  the  pool. 


63.  WHEN  I  CAN  READ  MY  TITLE  CLEAR. 


Arranged  by  H.  Sanders,  Baltimore,  Md. 


No.  64.  THE  FATHER-LAND. 


1.  There  is  a  place  wheremy  hopes  are  stay’d,  My  heart  and  my  treasures  are  there; 

2.  There  is  a  place  where  the  an-gels  dwell,  A  pure  and  a  peaceful  a -bode; 

j  3.  There  is  a  place  wheremy  friendsaregone,  Who  suffered  and  worship  with  me; 
[  4.  There  Is  a  place  where  I  hope  to  live,  When  life  and  its  labors  are  o’er; 


Sfcfc: 


ill" 


Where  verdure  and  blossoms  never  fade,  Andfieldsare  e-  ter-nal  -  ly  fair. 
The  joys  of  that  home  no  tongue  can  tell,  For  there  is  the  Palace  of  God. 
Ex  -  al-  ted  with  Christhigh  on  His  throne,  TheKingin  His  beauty  theysee. 
A  land  which  the  Lord  to  me  will  give,  And  then  I  shall  sc 


fc*= 
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land,  By  faith  its  de-lights  I  ex  plore; 


WANT  TO  BE  A  WORKER. 

I.  Baltzell,  by  per. 


.  I  want  to  be  a  worker  for  the  Lord,  I  want  to  love  and  trust  His  holy  word ; 

X  wantto  be  a  workerev’ry day,I  wanttoleadtheerringinthe  way 
ir  strone  and  brave.  1  want  to  trust  in  Jesus’  now’r  to  save : 


I  want  to  sing  and  pray,and  be  busy  ev’ry  day  In  the  vineyard  of  the  Lord. 
That  leads  to  heav’n  above,  where  all  is  peace  and  love,  In  the  kingdom  of  the  Lord. 

All  who  will  truly  come,  shall  find  a  happy  home  In  the  kingdom  of  the  Lord. 
That  points  to  joys  on  high, where  pleasures  never  die  In  the  kingdom  of  the  Lord. 


vine-  yard  of  the  Lord,  I  will  work,  I  will  pray, 

Of  the  Lord; 


I  WANT  TO  BE  A  WORKER.-Concluded. 


No.  66.  I  ONCE  WAS  A  STRANGER. 


No.  67.  I  WOULD  NOT  LIVE  ALWAY. 

Mechlenbebg. 


Home, home, sweet,  sweet  home,  Prepare  me  dear  Saviour  for  heaven  my  home. 


ife 


3  "Who,  who  would  live  alway,  away 
from  his  God, 

Away  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful 

Where  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  o’er  the 
bright  plains, 

And  the  noontide  of  glory  eternally 


fP'T1^33 

4  Where  the  saints  of  all  ages  in  harmo¬ 
ny  meet, 

Their  Saviour  and  brethen  transported 
to  greet, 

While  the  anthems  of  rapture  unceas¬ 
ingly  roll. 

And  the  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast 
of  the  soul. 
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No.  68.  THE  CROSS  AND  THE  CROWN. 


Chorus  by  I.  Baltzell,  by  per. 


No.  69.  THE  CHRISTIAN’S  “GOOD-NIGHT.” 


Good-night ! 

7  Until  we  meet  again  before  His  throne, 

Clothed  in  the  spotless  robe  He  gives  His  own, 
Until  we  know  even  as  we  are  known—  ’ 
Good-night! 
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No.  70.  AFTER. 


F.  A.  Beackmer. 


— — i 

1.  Af-ter  the  storm  that  sweeps  the  sea; After  the  dlift-ing  to  the  lea; 

2.  Af-ter  the  winter  long  and  drear;  After  the  snowclouds  dis-ap- pear; 

3.  Af-ter  the  longand  toilsome  day ;  After  the  sun’s  fierce, burning  ray;’ 

4.  Af-ter  the  course  of  life  is  run;  After  its  work  has  all  been  done; 

5.  Af-ter  the  march  of  time  shall  cease,  After  earth-strife  shall  end  in  peace; 


After  the  rocks  and  sands  are  passed,  Cometh  the  joy  of  home  at  last. 

After  the  winds  sweet  odors  bring,  Cometh  the  ev  -  er  welcome  spring. 
After  the  toil-  er  homeward  goes,  Cometh  the  night  and  sweet  re-  pose. 
After  the  hands  are  on  the  breast,  Cometh  the  long  and  peaceful  rest. 
After  the  changeful  dis-  ap-  pears,  Cometh  the  long,  e-  ter  -  nal  years. 


Af-ter  all  that  here  we  see.  What  will  there  he,  What  will  there  he? 


±^L 

Af-  ter  all  that  here  we  see,  A 

G  i~i 

d  -  ter  all,  e-  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 

*  feCtf  *  .|T»  .  „ 
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No.  71.  A  CHILD  OF  THE  KING. 


Hattie  E.  Buell.  Rev.  John  B.  Sumner,  by 


THE  PORTALS  OF  LIGHT. 

R.  G.  Staples. 


X.  I  know  uotthe  time  of  His  com  -  ing:  The  hour  of  the  day  is  not  known- 

2.  JC  know  not  what  duties  a  -  wait  me,  What  work  He  requires  me  to  do  •  ’ 

3.  I  know  not !  but  whether  the  summons  Shall  come  in  the  day  or  the  night 


But  I  know,  that  if  I  am  then  read  -  y,  I’ll  not  walk  the  dark  valley  a-  lone 
But  with  heartand  with  hands  ever  ready  I  shall  strive  to  be  will-ingandtrue. 
I  have  faith-with  the  plea,  thou  hast  call’d  me-I  shall  enter  the  ‘  ‘Portals  of  Light.  ’ ’ 

I  I  Is 


Chorus. 


r—i — 


1 — L- 


i  r  w~t~ 

I  know  not,  I  know  not,  I  know  not  the  day  nor  the  year: 
I  know  not  the  day,  I  know  not  the  day, 


^EE=k 


pi  s  s  j 


I  know  not,  I  know  not,  Yet  sometime  His  step  I  shall  hear. 
I  know  not  the  day,  I  know  not  the  year. 
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No.  74.  THE  LAND  OF  REST. 

Allegretto. 


2  0  what  a  blessed  hope  is  ours!  3 

While  here  on  earth  we  stay, 
y e  more  than  taste  the  heavenly  powers, 
And  antedate  that  day; 

We  feel  the  resurrection  near, 

Our  life  in  Christ  concealed, 

And  with  His  glorious  presence  here 
Our  earthen  vessels  filled. 


O  would  He  more  of  heaven  bestow. 

And  let  the  vessels  break, 

And  let  our  ransomed  spirit  go 
To  grasp  the  God  we  seek: 

In  rapturous  awe  on  Him  to  gaze 
-  Who  bought  the  sight  for  me-  ’ 
And  shout  and  wander  at  His  grace, 
Through  all  eternity.  , 


No.  75.  JESUS  IS  PASSING  THIS  WAY. 


E.  A.  H.  J.  H.  Tenney,  by  per. 

1.  Is  there  a  sin- ner  a  -  wait- ing  Mer-cy  and  par- don  to-day? 

2.  Broth-er,  the  Mas-ter  is  wait-  ing,  Waiting  to  free-  ly  for-  give; 

3.  Yes,  He  is  com  ing  to  bless  you,  While  in  con- tri  -  tion  you  bow; 


Welcomethe  newsthat  webringHim:11  Je-sus  is  passing  this  way!’: 
Why  not  this  moment  ac  -  cept  Him,  Trust  in  His  grace  and  live? 
Com-ing  from  sin  to  re-  deem  you,  Read-y  to  save  you  now; 


JESUS  IS  PASSING  THIS  WAY.-Concluded. 


No.  76.  Suffering-  Saviour,  Save  Me  Now. 


D.  HAYDEN  LLOYD. 


Words  of  3d.  &  4th.  verses  by  D.  H.  L. 


pr;^ngS«Vi0Ur’Witl\th0™  Crown’  Bruis’d  and  bleeding,  sinking  down ;  Heavy 
-.  Precious  Sav- lour,  this  forme,  So  uu-worth-y,  all  forme!  Ho  -  ly 

3.  rain  wouldl  to  Thee  he  brought.  Gracious  Lord,  forbid  it  not;  In  the 

4.  Should  I  stray  a  -  way  from  Thee,  Je-sus  wilt  Thou  res-  cue  me  ?  For  a 


No.  77.  JESUS  DIED  FOR  ME. 


3.  Stennett. 


R.  G.  Staples. 


For  me,  forme  He  shed  His  blood  On  rug-ged  Cal-  va  -  ry. 


No.  78.  NO  OTHER  NAME. 


Mrs.  C.  L.  Shacklock. 

Mb 


l  Thi  am  g!w".,ed  T  the  "ay’  1  Shall  reach  the  perfect  day;  I  can 
.  This  is  all.  that  I  can  claim,  Trustin  His  redeeming  name  In  His 


Mw’r  tnlv  *  °r,!  M11’  re'iUS  ev  ‘  er  hears  “7  call.  Oh,  the  name, 
pow  r  to  save  and  bless,  In  His  per-  feet  righteousness 
ev-  ’ry  need  sup-ply,  He  is  ev  -  er  watchingnigh. 
that  the  Lord  is  mine,  Fills  my  soul  with  joy  di- vine  oh  th 

‘  . . 


so  sweet,  so  dear!  ” 


Trusting  hearts  to  bless  and  cheer: 

so  sweet,  so  dear!  Trustinghearte  toblessand 

'  '  *  *  f  A  -«L_* 


r  r  n  - - - * 

lJ  V  1  1 

In  it  ■  all  my  hope  I  rest,  In  its’  prom-ise  I 


blest. 


BETTER  Par  THAN  LIFE  to  ME.— Concluded, 


No.  80.  HAPPY  DAY. 


P.  Doddridge. 


1.  -f  °  }'aPPy  'Jjy  that  fixed  my  choice  On  Thee, my  Sav-  iour  and  my  God'  1 
J  Weli  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice  And  tell  its  rap-tures  all  a  -  broad  f 

2  /  O  happy  bond, that  seals  my  vows  To  Him  who  mer  -  its  all  my  love  •  1 
l  Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  His  house,  While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move  ’  f 

3  f  ’Tis  done, the  great  transaction’s  done.  I  am  my  Lord’s, and  He  is  mine  1 

\  He  drew  me, and!  follow’d  on, Charm’d  to  confess  the  v( '  '  * 


4  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart; 
Fix’d  on  this  blissful  centre,  rest; 
Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart; 
With  him  of  every  good  possess’d. 


I  5  High  heaven  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 
That  vow  renew’d  shall  daily  hear, 
Till  in  life’s  latest  hour  I  how, 

I  And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 


No.  8!.  CAST  YOUR  CARE  ON  JESUS. 


M.  M.  M.,  “Christian  Intelligencer.”  R.  G.  Staples. 


No.  82.  NO  ROOM  IN  HEAVEN. 

W.  O.  Cushing. 

I.  Baltzell,  by  per. 

Sr-^-4- 


^PPpP^PI^ 

>.<^h««^^.^n^1.a»g2sJSrMi5S^55 


Should  » 


And  J esus  now  waits  to  save  you. 


No.  83.  BRINGING  IN  THE  SHEAVES. 


ing  seeds  of  kindness,  Sow  -  ing 

-  -  - - ,  -JW-  ing  in  the  shadows,  Fear -ing 

tro,  then,  ev  -  er  weep  -  ing,  sow-  ing  for  the  Mas-  ter,  Tho’  the 


>  -  ii.  :  j.,. 


No.  84.  THE  CRIMSON  STREAM. 


ei 


No.  85.  Softly  and  Tenderly  Jesus  is  Calling. 


Softly  and  Tenderly,  Etc.-Concluded. 


No.  86.  ’TIS  SWEET  JO  PRAY. ' 

.  A.  BaIINES.  G.  J.  ItUKZEN’KNABE. 


i  ^  “  realms  ^bove,  ’  Tis  sweet  to  pray ;  To  God  so  rich  in  love 

'  7®  .W  ^  al-ways  near,  ’Tis  sweet  to  pray;  As  He  will  help  to  cheer] 

A  At  morning  sear- ly  light,  ’Tissweettopray;  Tlienat  the  comingnight 


Txs  sweet  to  pray.  I  call  np-on  -Hisnamejl  do  not  call  in  vain  • 
Tis  sweet  to  pray.  I  know  He  caresfor  me;  I  know  His  love  is  free-’ 
Tis  sweet  to^  pray.  I  knock  and  I  be-lieve;I  ask  apd  I  re- ceive; 

-ji 


No.  87.  BY  AND  BY. 

Eev.  John  Atkinson,  D.  D.  r.  G.  Staples. 

2.  We  shall  strike  thi'ba^of  g)o  -  ^  By“nd  by 

3.  Wearing  robes  of  snow-  y  whiteness,  Bv  and  bv. 


I 


Np.  88.  HOW  FIRM  A  FOUNDATION. 


Arranged. 

1  1  ^ 

^  ~  p  ®  -sl*  ^  ^ 

1.  How  firm  a  founda-  tionye  saints,  of  the  Lord,  Is'"  laid  for  your 

1  2.  In  ev  -  ’ry  con-  di-  tion,in  sickness  and  health,  In  pov  -  er-  tv’s 

3.  Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee;  0  be  notdismay’d:  I,—  I  am  thy 

faith  in  His  ex-  cel- lent  word;  What  more  can  He  say,  than  to 
vale,  or  a-bound-ing  in  wealth,  At  home  or  a- broad,  on  the 
God,  and  will  still  give  thee  aid;  I’ll  strengthen  thee, help  thee, and 

mzz=r.  fefeflg - 

— p* —  }-  — f-  1  i - j - h  1  1  ^ 

izrpF - 1 - h~pj - ■> 

§  1  r 

4  1— _  ,  _  , 

you  He  hath  said,  Ye"  who  un-to  Je  -  sus  for  ref- uge  have  fled, 
land,  on  the  sea,  As  thy  days  may  demand  shall  thy  strength  ever  be. 
cause  thee  to  stand,  Up  -  held  by  my  righteous  Om-  nip  -  o-tent  hand. 

e&T=r-f^E£fE3F?E^ 

l 

4  ™hen  throuSh  the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to  go, 
The  rivers  of  woe  shall  Dot  thee  overflow; 

For  I  will  be  with  tliee  thy  troubles  to  bless, 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 


5  When  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway  shall  lie, 
My  grace  all  sufficient  shall  be  thy  supply; 

The  flame  shall  not  harm  thee;  I  only  design 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  refine. 


6  Even  down  to  old  age  all  my  people  shall  prove 
My  constant,  eternal,  unchangeable  love; 

And  when  hoary  hairs  shall  their  temples  adorn, 
Like  lambs  they  shall  still  on  my  bosom  be  borne. 


7  The  soul  that  on  J esus  doth  lean  for  repose, 

I  will  not,  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes; 

That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endeavor  to  shake. 
I’ll  never,  no,  never,  no,  never  forsake. 
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No.  89.  JESUS,  I  LOVE  THY  CHARMING  NAME. 

Itev.  Philip  Doddridge. 


No.  90.  BELIEVE,  AND  KEEP  ON  BELIEVING. 


1 

■ 

1.  I  believed  ii 

2.  I  believed  ii 

3.  I  believed  ii 

4.  I  believed  ir 

1  ,y^e  lieart thakwas opened^'orme,  Believed  in  tlie'lnveda0113" 

.  Hnnself,  as  the  true  "living  W 

P-ir^=C=^^==i^£=rg-r^^-^-— 

b  ! 
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j  V  b 

-tr^rtr- 
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||  lieved,  and  I  keep  < 

>n  be 

£• 

n 

-  hev-ing.  Be  -  lieve!  and  the  feel  -  ing  may 

r  may  go,  Be-lieve  in  the  word,  that  was  writ-ten  to  show  That 

fe  £  ±  £  \ 

sspumi 


all  who  believe,  their  salvation  may  irnow,  Believe, and  keep  righton  believing. 

£«=*?=  ' 


No.  91.  BE  NOT  AFRAID. 


I 


Marianne  Farmingham. 


R.  G.  Staples 


1.  Tho’  the  tempest  rag  -  es,  And  the  day  is  past,  Tho  the  shadows 

2.  Nothing  can  be  harm-ful  Which  the  Father  sends;  E-  ven  loss  and 

3.  In  the  way  we  trav-  el  There  are  mountain  heights;  There  must  be  the 

4.  Soon  the  flowing  riv  -  er  Will  be  near  our  feet;  We  must  cross  the 

^ .  m  r  -  ~  .+J3+ 


% 


No.  92.  DO  I  NOT  NEED  THEE? 

R-  G.  Staples. 


No.  93.  BRIGHT  CANAAN, 


Old  Melody. 


| j , |  JI-.-I - ^ — py-| - * - - - — , — , ; - 

£v4[ — ■— |—j — ^ j 

|s 

1.  To-geth- er  let  us  sweet-  ly  live,  I  am  hound  forthe  land  of  Canaan, 

2.  If  you  get  there  he- fore  I  do,  I  am  hound  for  the  land  of  Canaan, 

3.  Part  of  my  friends  the  prize  have  won,I  am  bound  for  the  land  of  Canaan, 

4.  Then  come  with  me,belov  -  ed  friend,  I  am  hound  for  the  laud  of  Canaan, 

5.  Our  songs  of  Praise  shall  fill  the  skies,  I  am  hound  for  the  land  of  Canaan, 

-  .  ♦  #L  *-  tL  .*  .  .  I*  ±1  ^ 

FP — i»— ! — Mrf — f — i •—?  r  f  -t't 

|»  -K-ti-— i— t — b>— b>  ir  i  b  j»— f-H— h 

II  Pill 

To-  geth-er  let  ns  sweet-ly  die,  I  am  bound  for  the  land  of  Canaan. 
Then  praise  the  Lord, I’m  coming  too,  1  am  bound  for  the  land  of  Canaan. 
And  I’m  re-solved  to  fol  -  low  on,  I  am  bound  for  the  land  of  Canaan. 
The  joys  of  heaven  shall  nev-er  end,  I  am  hound  for  the  land  of  Canaan. 
While  higher  still  our  joys  they  rise,  I  am  bound  for  the  land  of  Canaan. 

ivi  *  *  J]  .  . 


r.t  £4 


Oh,  Ca  -  naan, bright  Ca-naan,  I  am  hound  for  the  land  of  Ca  -  naan. 


NO.  94.  JESUS  IS  CALLING. 


Fbank  M.  Davis. 


Thomas  F.  Simms. 


Hear  Him,  oh,  hear  Him  say, “Long  you  have  strayed  a  -  way, 
Sad,  sad  would  be  the  fate  If  it  should  prove  too  late; 

Re  -  pen -tant,  come,  be  -  lieve,  Do  not  the  Spir  -  it  grieve, 


Come,  then,  oh, 

Why  will  you  Ion  - 
You  should  His  love 


to  -  day,  Sin  -  ner,  come  home.” 
ger  wait  ?  Sin  -  ner,  come  home. 

Sin  -  ner,  come  home. 


No.  95.  REDEEMED. 


Mrs.  Harriet  Jones. 


D.  B.  Townhr. 


Copjulght,  1888,  bj  O.  B.  TOWNER.  Cied  bj  »er. 
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REDEEMED.— Concluded 
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No.  97.  WAIT,  AND  MURMUR  NOT. 


No.  98.  BEHOLD  WHAT  MANNER  OF  LOVE. 

(May  be  sung  as  Chorus  by  using  grace  notes.) 


Dr.  C.  R.  Black ali,.  W.  H.  Roane,  by  per. 


JESUS  IS  HERE. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


1.  J esus  is  here  :oli,what  will  you  do?He  knocks  at  the  door  of  your  heart; 

2.  Jesus  is  here  roll,  what  will  you  do?Yonr  heart  will  grow  callous  and  cold; 

3.  Jesus  is  here  :oh,what  will  you  do?Yonr  Saviour  can  bless  yon  to  -  night  • 

*  *  m. 


■  in  -  pi  m  ff-s  ~  ^ — a — >-  „  

Je-sus  is  here,de-ci<3 
While  He  is  waiting,  ca 
Soul  in  great  danger,  al 

es-  *-  It  .-Jjf-  r( 

9  9  -•  >  •  •  ^7 

le  it  to-niglit,  And  let  not  the  Saviour  de  -  part.. 

“  you  re-fuse  To  en-ter  the  door  of  the  fold? 
most  but  lost,  God  help  you  just  now  to  do  right. 

1 S'  = f| — =£0 

~l — £ — jr — |i  ■  ■ — p — j-L-l"C__i 

No.  100.  PASSING  UNDER  THE  ROD. 


Rev.  W.  T.  Dalb.  Frank  M.  Davis,  by  per. 


rod, pass  under  the  rod,  I  love  thee, I  love  thee, pass  under  the  rod. 
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No.  lOl.  HE  KNOWETH  THE  WAY. 

Loudon  “Christian  World.”  K.  G.  Staples. 


1  T  _ *  il _ ■  __  ■  J  .  rp£c  .  : 


i=P±? 

know  not — the  way  is  so  misty — The  joys  or  the  griefs  it  shall  bring, 

2.  I  stand  wherethetwowaysaremeeting, Andknownottherightfromthewrong; 

3.  And  I  know  that  the  way  leadetli  homeward  To  the  land  of  the  pure  and  the  blest, 


What  clouds  are  o’er-hanging  the  future,  What  flow’rs  by  the  roadside  shall  spring; 
No  beckoning  fingers  direct  me,  No  welcome  floats  to  me  in  song; 
To  the  country  of  ev-  er-fair  summer,  Tojhe  cit  -  y  of  peace  and  of  rest; 


Si 

But  there’s  One  who  willjoumey  beside  me,  Nor  in  weal  nor  in  woe  will  forsake; 
Butmyguide  will  soon  give  me  a  token,  By  wil-demess,  mountain,  or  lake 
And  thereshallbehealingforsickness,  And  fountains, life’s  fever  to  slake; 


-  P4 

r  t  rr r  rTk— £»■— 
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V 
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■  #  -#■  -#■  -6^-* 

And  this  is  my  so-lace  and  comfort — “  He  knoweth  the  way  that  I  take.  ” 
What  -  ev  -  er  the  darkness  about  me,  “He  knoweth  the  way  that  I  take.” 
What  matters  beside  ?  I  go  heav’nward,  “  He  knoweth  the  wav  that  I  take.” 

„  f  f  «  r  f-  

Ff=P 

t - M" 

No.  102.  SATISFIED  BY  AND  BY. 

Annie  Steel.  T.  c.  O’Kane,  by  per. 


No.  104.  THAT  SWEET  OLD  STORY. 


Arr.  by  E.  G.  Staples. 

!•  I  think  when  I  read  that  sweet  sto-  ry  of  old,  When  Je  -  sns  was 
2.  Yet  still  to  His  footstool  in  pray’r  I  may  go,  And  ask  for  a 


THAT  SWEET  OLD  STORY.-Concluded. 


No.  105.  LOVE  FOR  ALL. 


Wartensee. 


bfe£-3- — 1'  •  J- 1 H  J  |J  j-M  ~1  I  ■  1 

fevf  d  ^  *  1  i  gS-Irgg 

1.  Love  for  all!  and  can  it  be?  Can  I  hope  it  is  for  me? 

2.  I,  the  dis-o  -  hedient  child,  Wayward ,pas-siou-atc,  and  wild; 

3.  I,  who  spumed  His  loving  hold,  '  I,  who  would  not  be  controlled; 

4.  See,  my  Fath-er  wait-ing  stands;  See,  He  reach-es  out  His  hajjds; 

m  in  a  mm  J-*-  dm-  m  J  -J-  > 

rtT 
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“  P  rr  ^  : 

^gl==^d==q=Sz4=F^q=F=^ rj-F=^a 

U  •  v  • 

I,  who  strayed  so 
I,  who  left  my 
I,  who  would  no! 
God  is  love!  I 

M  t 

long  a  -  go,  Strayed  so  far,  and  fell  so  low? 
Father’s  home,  In  for  -  bid-  den  ways  to  roam! 

t  hear  His  call,  I,  the  will-ful  prod-  i  -  gal. 

know,  I  see,  Love  for  me — yes,  e  -  ven  me. 

ffl=g4: - "V-4 
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No.  106.  HEAR,  O  HEAR  ME. 


Let  me  know  Thy  gracious  la-vor,  Free  my  soul  from  guilty  shame. 
■While  Thy  gen  -  tie  spir-  it  woosme,And  my  soul  is  stirred  within. 
Help  me  cease  my  thoughtless  roaming,  Let  Thy  blood  cleanse  me  from  sin. 
Keep  me  ev  -  er  in  Thy  fa-vor;  Bind  me  clos  -  er  still  to  Thee. 


No.  110.  SPURN  ME  NOT. 

Rev.  J.  H.  Martin.  D-  E.  Doetch. 


1.  Spurn  me  not,  O  lov-ing  Sav-iour,  Cast  me  not  a  -  way; 

2.  I  am  sin-ful,  vile,  un-wor -thy,  All  un  -  clean  I  am; 

3.  Thou  hast  died  for  me  a  ransom,  Shed  Thy  precious  blood; 

4.  To  Thy  cross  my  soul  is  cling-ing, There  my  faith  is  stay’d; 


m 


Grant  me  par-don,  life, and  fa-vor,  For  Thygrace  I  pray. 

Thou  art  right-eous,  pure  and  ho  -  ly,  Spot-less,  per-fect  Lamb. 

Thou  hast  purchas’d  full  redemption, Bought  my  peace  with  God. 
Make  me  joy  -  ful,  ev  -  er  sing-ing,  “Thou  my  debt  hast  paid.” 

J  A 


—  '  "  sn 

For  I  seek  Thy  smile  and  fa- vor;  Hear  me  while  I  pray. 

i- 


No.  111.  THE  CHRISTIAN’S  WORK  SONG. 


K.  G.  Staples. 


Work  on,  work  on,  Soon  the  reaping  time  will  come. 

brothers,  work  on,  brothers,  work  on,  The  reaping  time  will  come. 


No.  112.  THE  TEN  VIRGINS. 


J.  E.  Mueeay. 


1.  Five  of  them  were  wise  when  the  Bridegroom  came,  Five  of  them  were 

2.  Five  of  them  were  foolish  when  the  Bridegroom  came,  Five  of  them  were 

3.  The  foolish  had  no  oil  when  the  Bridegroom  came,  The  foolish  had  no 


*  fs  * 
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i  wise  when  the  Bridegroom  came; 

Five  of  them  ’ 

were  wise, 

-  foolish  when  the  Bridegroom  came, 

Five  of  them  i 

vere  foolish, 

oil  when  the  Bridegroom  came, 

The  fool-  ish  had 

no  oil,  The 

L  o  t  »--if 
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THE  TEN  VIRGINS.— Concluded. 


- 

1,  Prepare  yourself  to  meet  Him  when  He  comes! 


4  £u®  »- knocking  when  the  Bridegroom  came, 

-™18*1  kept  a-knocking  when  the  Bridegroom  came, 
||:  The  foolish  kept  ^knocking,  :||  when  He  came. 

5  Go  ye  out  to  meet  Him,  when  the  Bridegroom  comes  ! 

ii.^ OU^  mee^  when  the  Bridegroom  comes  ! 

||-  Go  ye  out  to  meet  Him,  :||  when ‘He  comes  ! 

6  Have  your  lamps  arbuming  when  the  Bridegroom  comes, 

MV<^/OUr  *amPs  a-buming  when  the  Bridegroom  comes, 
ll:  Have  yonr  lamps  a-burning,  :||  when  He  comes. 


No.  113.  TO-DAY. 


1.  To  -  day 

2.  To  -  day 

3.  To  -  day 

4.  The  Spir  - 


hear  Him  now; 
ref  -  uge  fly; 
to  His  power; 


O,  ye  be  -  night  -  ed  souls,  Why  long  -  er  roam? 

With  -  in  these  sa  -  cred  walls  To  Je  -  sus  bow. 

The  storm  of  jus  -  tice  falls,  And  death  is  nigh. 

O, .  grieve  Him  not  a  -  way;  ’Tis  mer-cy’s  hour. 
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No.  114. 

Mrs.  T.  M.  Griffin. 


LO!  HE  CALLS  YOU. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 

1.  Have  you  ev  -  er  closed  your  heart,  To  the  Sav-iour’s  ten- der  claim? 

2.  Have  you  heard  how  Je-sus  died?  On  the  cross  that  you  might  live, 

3.  Why  in  blindness  do  you  wait,Wand’ring  far-  ther  from  the  light? 

4.  Soon  the  sum-mer  days  will  go,  And  the  bar  -  vest  time  be  past; 

5.  Oh,  the  tree  that  bears  no  fruit,  Can-not  al  -  ways  cumbering  grow; 


Have  you  ev  -  er  tak-  en  part, With  the  world  a-gainst  His  name? 
Have  you  scorned  the  crimson  tide, Which  e-  ter  -  nal  life  can  give? 
Loving  things  which  you  should  hate, Sinking  deep  -  er  in  -  to  night. 
Then  will  cease  His  pleading  low,  And  your  doom  be  sealed  at  last. 
For  His  blade  will  smite  the  root,  And  its  beau  -  ty  be  laid  low. 


Chorus. 


Lo!  He  calls  you  for  re-  pen  -  tance,Now  poor  wand’rer  tempest  tossed; 


Hear  the  Mas-ter’ssol- emn  mes  -  sage, Come  re-pent  or  you  are  lost. 


No.  115.  THE  DAY-SPRING. 


R.  G.  Staples. 


Ce  -  les  -  tial  choirs, from  courts  a-  bove,Shed  sa  -  cred  glo  -  ries  there, 
O’er  the  blue  depths  of  Gal  -  i  -  lee  There  comes  a  ho  -  lier  calm, 
Light  on  thy  hills,  Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem!  The  Sav- iour  now  is  horn! 
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No.  117.  GOD  BE  WITH  YOU. 


meet,  till  we  meet,  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a- gain. 
Till  we  meet, till  we  meet  a  -gain. 


No.  119.  There  is  a  Green  Hill  far  Away. 


Cecil  F.  Alexander. 


Geo.  C.  Stebbins. 


— fv — |  ^  r.  j  "j — 

=*=4  ■-~£=q= 

■*  S-  *  *  91  »  91 

1.  There  is 

a  green  hill  lax 

a-way,  Without  a  cit  -  y 

wall; 

2.  We  may 

not  know,  we  can  - 

not  tell  What  pains  He  had  to 

bear, 

3.  He  died  that  we  might  be 

forgiv’n,  He  died  to  make  us 

good; 

4.  There  was 

no  oth  -  er  good 

=Z=£=tt= 

enough,  To  pay  .the price  of 

F^j 

-fr  1  1/1  \~  u  l  L 

Fppi 

EM] 

Where  the  dear  Lord  was  cru  -  ci  -  fied,  Who  died  to  save  us  all. 

But  we  be-lieve  it  was  for  us  He  hung  andsuf- fered  there. 

That  we  might  go  at  last  to  heav’n,  Sav’d  by  His  pre- cious  blood. 

He  on  -  ly  could  un-lock  the  gate  Of  heav’n  and  let  us  in. 


1 


No.  120.  THE  SAVIQUR’S  CALL. 

E.  Manford  Clark,  by  per. 


u  -  U  T,  - 

1.  Ho!  all  ye  thirst-  y,  Come  un- to  me,  I  have 

2.  Ho!  all  ye  thirst-  y,  Come  ye,  draw  nigh,  Come  ere  ye  per  -ran. 

3.  Ho!  all  ye  thirst- y,  Wea-ry  and  weak,  Come  un  - to  me,  How 

4  Ho!  all  ye  thirst- y,  Come  ye  this  way,  Come,  still  the  stream  Hows 

5.  Ho!  all  ye  thirst-  y,  Come  ye  I  pray,  Wa-  ter  thy  soul  a- 


o  -  pen  for  thee,  Free-ly  it  flows,  oh,  pause  ye  and  think, 

Why  will  ye  die,  When  ye  might  drink  and  thirst  nev- er  -  more? 

long  must  I  seek  Thy  soul  to  save  and  you  noth-ing  do, 

by  thee  to  -  day,  ’Tis  but  a  step  from  you  to  its  brink, 

fresh  here  to  -  day.  Come  ye,  no  price  bring  ye  in  your  hand. 


w 


f£s==«e 
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THE  SAVIOUR’S  CALL.  Concluded. 


Come,  drink  ye,  free . yea, free  ly  I 


No.  121.  THE  LAND  OF  PROMISE. 


2  Where  the  rich  golden  fruit 

Is  in  bright  clusters  pending, 
And  the  deep  laden  boughs 
Of  life’s  fair  tree  are  bending; 
And  where  life’s  crystal  stream 
Is  unceasingly  flowing, 

And  the  verdure  is  green, 

And  eternally  growing? 


3  He’s  prepared  thee  a  home— 
Sinner,  canst  thou  believe  it? 
And  invites  thee  to  come— 
Sinner,  wilt  thou  receive  it  ? 
Oh  come,  sinner,  come, 

For  the  tide  is  receding, 

And  the  Saviour  will  soon, 

And  forever,  cease  pleading.- 
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No.  123.  ONE  DAY  NEARER. 


C.  A.  F.  *  C.  A.  Fyke. 


r.  J — ! — S  « - 8 — H — 1 — — a=* — T— «—  J — 5n 
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1.  Near-er  home,  near-er  home,  I  f 

2.  Near-er  home,  near-er  home,  I  : 

3.  Near-er  home,  near-er  home,  Yes  I 

p  £  1 

ne  d 
ne  d 
ne  d 

“ 

ay  near-  er  home,  Nearer 
ay  near-  er  hpme,  Nearer 
ay  near-er  home,  There  the 

-  * 
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all  that  is  dear  to  the  soul,  Near-er  kin  -  dred  and  friendsjjearer 
where  ma-  ny  man-  sions  will  be,  Near-er  to  that  greatthrone,  and  the 
cro»s  is  laid  down  for  thecrown,  Near-er  home  that  blestlandwherethere’s 

I  h  h  1  ,1s  ,  f2-  ■  e-e-.-t—Z—f—Z 


No.  124.  1H  SIGHT  OF  THE  CRYSTAL  SEA. 


^  tnl  Rea  And  I  saw  the  throne  of  the  star-crown’ d  ones,  With 

is 


""crown  Z  me;  And  then  the  voice  ofthe  Judge  said  <»me, 
'•  e;  I  said,  “Is  it  then  too  late,  Iatc’ 

I  thought,  I  thought  of  the  vows  I  d  made, 
”  i  thought, I  thought, and  my  thoughts  ran  on, 
-  *  !L-m. *—g— 


wrath  I  was  warned  to  flee; 
I  wouldnot  let  Him 
crown  that  thou  might’s  have 


Of  the  Judge  on  the  great  white  throne;  And  I  -gr 

Shut  without  must  I  stand  for  aye?  w 

When  I  lay  at  death’s  dark  door-  Would  He  spare  my 

Like  the  tide  of  a  sun  -  less  sea-  “Am  I  Uv  ing  or 


IN  SIGHT  OF  THE  CRYSTAL  SEA.-Concluded. 


5  It  seemed  as  tho’  I  woke  from  a  dream, 
How  sweet  was  the  light  of  day! 
Melodious  sounded  the  Sabbath  hells 
From  towers  that  were  far  away, 

I  then  became  as  a  child, 

And  I  wept  and  wept  afresh ;  » 

For  the  Lord  had  taken  my  heart  of  stone, 
And  given  a  heart  of  flesh. 


6  Still  oft  I  sit  with  life’s  memories, 

And  I  think  of  the  crystal  sea;  [ones. 
And  1  see  the  thrones  of  the  star-crown  d 
I  know  there’s  a  crown  for  me;  [come, 
And  when  the  voice  of  the  Judge  says, 
Of  the  Judge  on  the  great  white  throne 
I  know  mid  the  thrones  of  the  star-crown  d 
There’s  one  I  shall  call  my  own.  [ones. 


No.  125.  CAST  THY  BREAD  UPON  THE  WATERS. 


Earnestly ,  and  in  exact  th 


K.  G.  Staples. 


,  and  in  exact  time.  _ _ 

rTTT  £  * 

up-on  the  wa-  ters,  Thinking .not  ’trs  thrown  Hr 

.read  *  Thinking  not 


2  Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters; 

Wildly  through  the  billows  roll, 
They  hut  aid  thee  as  thou  toilest, 
Truth  to  spread  from  pole  to  pole. 

3  Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters; 

Why'  wilt  thou  still  doubting  stand  ? 
J  1 


Bounteous  shall  God  send  the  harvest, 
If  thou  sow’st  with  liberal  hand. 


No.  126.  SOME  SWEET  DAY. 

Abthub  W.  French.  J.  F.  Kinsey.  By  per. 


1.  We  shall  reach  the  riv  -  er  -  side, Some  sweet  day, some  sweet  day, 

2.  We  shall  pass  in -side  the  gate, Some  sweet  day, some  sweet  day, 

3.  We  shall  meet  our  lost  and  own, Some  sweet  day, some  sweet  day, 


iPPP 


Heav-en’s  splendors, yet  un  -  told,  Some  sweet  day,  some  sweebday. 
Christ  was  dead, but  lives  a  -  gain,  Some  sweet  day,  some  sweet  day. 
Oh,  the  bliss  of  o  -  ver  there, Some  sweet  day,  some  sweet  day. 
.  1 


No.  127.  GO,  BURY  THY  SORROW. 


Slow  and  with  feeling.  E-  -G-  Staples. 


1.  Go,  bur  -  y  thy  sor  -  r( 

2.  Go,  tell  it  to  Je  -  si 

3.  Hearts  grow-  mg  more  wear  -  ; 

tz2±zi=l~t=iz±zt^S=±=i 

>w,  The  world  hath  its  share; 
as,  He  knoweth  thy  grief; 
y  With  bur-dens  of  woe, 

„  .  P-f  : — f-  h  P=F  !  J  q 
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No.  128.  SEEKING  FOR  ME. 


is,mySav-iour,  to  Beth  -  leliem  came,  Bom  in  a  man-gerto 

2.  Je  -  sus,my  Sav-iour,  on  Cai-  va-ry’s  tree, Paid  the  great  debt  and  my 

3.  Je-sus,my  Sav-iour, the  same  as  of  old, While  I  did  wan-der  a- 

4.  Je-sus,mySav-iour,shallcomefromonhigh,Sweetis  the prom-ise as 


sorrow  and  shame;  Oh,it  was  wonderf  ul, blest  he  His  name, Seeking  for  me, for 
soul  He  set  free  ;Oh,  it  was  wonderful, how  could  it  he?  Dy-ing  for  me, for 
far  from  the  fold, Gently  and  long  He  hath  plead  with  my  soul,  Calling  f  or’me,f  or 


me,  Seeking  for  me,  Seeking  for  me,  Seeking  for  me.  Seeking  for  me 

me,  Dy-ing  for  me,  Dy-ing  for  me,  Dy-ing  for  me,  Dy-ing  for  me 

me,  Calling  for  me.  Calling  for  me,  Calling  for  me,  Calling  for  me 

me,  Coming  for  me,  Coming  for  me,  Coming  for  me,  Coming  for  me 


as  won-derful, blest  be  His  name, Seeking  for  m 
— ,  „  as  won-derful, how  could  it  be?  Dy-ing  for  r 
Gently  and  long  he  hath  plead  with  my  soul, Calling  for  r 
Oh,  I  shall  see  Him  descend-ing  the  sky,  Coming  for  r 


No.  129.  WHOSOEVER  BELIEVETH. 


FOR  YOU  AND  FOR  ME.  Concluded. 


pTr-T/V  i'i,'  ,■  ,-y^-Uiii 

1.  O’er  the  wea-ry  roads  of  sad-ness,  Wand’ring  child,  why  longer  roam? 

2.  Cease,  O  cease  your  vain  endeavor  Still  to  live  on  famine’s  dole; 

3.  Why  go  on  your  Lord  re-pell-  ing,  Why  re  -  sist  the  gracious  call; 

4.  When  you  left  Him,  wild-ly,  mad-ly,  Peace  and  plent-y  on  you  smiled, 

5.  In  His  lov  -  ing  arms  He’ll  press  you.  By  His  side  will  be  your  place, 


Come!  there’s  rest,  andjoy,  and  gladness,  In  your  Father’s  hap- py  home. 
For  the  husks  of  sin  can  nev-er  Sat  -  is  -  fy  the  hun-gry  soul. 

In  your  Heav’nly  Father’s  dwelling  Bread  there  is  e-nough  for  all. 

Back  then  come,  for-He  will  glad-  ly  Welcome  His  re  -  tum-ing  child. 

In  His  spot- less  robe  He’ll  dress’you  He  will  fill  you  with  his  grace. 
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No.  133.  THE  LORD’S  OUR  ROCK. 


Fkank  M.  Davis. 


fe=^E-FH=h 

uriatoBj 

tf  i  j  •  ft. 

1.  The  Lord’s  our  Kock,iu  Him  we  hide,  A  shelter  i 

2.  A  shade  by  day  de-fence  by  night,  A  shelter  i 

3.  The  rag- ing  storms  may  round  us  beat,  A  shelter  i 

4.  O  Rock  di-vine  0  Ref-  uge  dear,  A  shelter  i 

it 

n  the  time  of  storm  ; 
n  the  time  of  storm ; 
n  the  time  of  storm  ; 
n  the  time  of  storm  ; 

T-  H*— Ed 
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Ed 
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u 

2 1 

When  Our  Waiting-  shall  be  Over.— Concluded. 


i  u  y  • 

When  our  wait- ing  shall  be  o  -  yer,  By  and  by,,  by  and  by, 


Will  the  bea-con  light  of  glo-ry  Shed  its  ray  of  brightness  o’er  us, 


^  rit . 
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o  -  ver  by  and  by,  by  and  by? 


When  our  wait-ing  shall  be 


a 


No.  135.  JESUS  WILL  SAVE  YOU  TO-NIGHT.  * 


No.  136.  WHY  NOT  TO-NIGHT? 

Dr.  Hobatius  Bonab.  Iba  D.  Sankey. 


I  u 

1.0!  do  not  let  the  Word  depart,  And  close  Thine  eyes  against  the  light; 

2.  To-morrow’s  sun  may  never  rise,  To  bless  Thy  long  de-lud-  ed  sight; 

3.  The  world  has  nothing  left  to  give — It  has  no  new, no  pure  de-  light; 


4.  Oar  blessed  Lord  re-fus- 


Who  would  to  Him  their  souls  unite ; 


Poor  sinner,  harden  not  your  heart ;  Thou  would’st  he  saved-Why  not  to-night  ? 
This  is  the  time!  Oh, then  he  wise!  Thou  would’st  be  saved-Why  not  to-night? 
Oh,  try,  the  life  which  Christians  live!  Thou  would’st  he  saved-Why  not  to-night? 
Then  be  the  work  of  grace  hegun!Thou  would’st  he  saved-  Why  not  to-night? 


Why  not  to-night  ?  Why  not  to-night?  Thou  would’  st  he  saved-Wliy  not  to-night  ? 

- 
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No.  137.  SAVE  THE  BOY. 


(TEMPERANCE  SONG.) 


Fill’d  my  soul  with  peace  and  joy,  Life  was  dear  to  me, 

Once  for  right  he  firm-  ly  stood,  Till  that  dreadful  hour, 
Then  I  thought  that  love  might  clasp,  Hold  him  to  My  side, 
Lives  in  hope  of  his  re  -  turn,  Loots  with  patient  eye, 


But  he  took  the  fa  -  tal  glass,  ’Twas  a  fleet -ing  joy, 
Bright  and  sparkling  was  the  cup,  Seem’d  without  al  -  loy, 
But  to-day  my  boy  for  -  sakes  Home  with  all  its  joy, 
Lov-ing  hearts  have  pleaded  long,  Pray’d  for  light  and  joy, 

— !— H — h- — — I - h 


s  SJ1 
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No.  138.  NOTHING  BUT  THY  GRACE. 


Emma  P/tt. 


E.  S.  Harrington. 


CSSs, 


•  No.  139.  COME  TO  THE  MERCIFUL  SAVIOUR. 


ten  -  der  -  ly  calls  thee  to  -  day,  oh  broth-  er  my  broth-  er,  come  home. 


No.  140.  WILL  YOU  COME? 


A.  B.  Bbagdon. 


1.  Be-  yoncl  the  shores  of  death’s  dark  river,  There  lies  a  land  of  beauty  fair;  • 
•  2.  Oh,  come,  Thy  Saviour  gently  pleading,  From  death  thy  feet  would  turn  away, 


Where  ransomed  souls  sing  praise  forever,  And  all  God’s  gracious  mercy  share. 
Oh, come, the  spirits’s  whisper  heeding;  It  'bids  thee  seek  His  courts  to-day, 


What  though  the  path  of  sin  enthralls  thee  ?  It  only  leads  thee  from  thy  home, 
Where  songs  on  golden  harps  are  ringing,  And  wherethrough  heaven’scelestialdome, 


Oh, sinner  turn;  the  Saviour  calls  thee;  Will  you  come;  wilj  you  come;  will  you  come? 
The  angel  choirs  are  sweetly  singing ;  Will  you  come ;  will  you  come ;  will  you  come  ? 


WILL  YOU  COME.— Concluded. 
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gold  -  ( 
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1  1 

Will  you  come?  . 

re  ring  -  ing,  When  the  an  -  gel  chorus  are  singing, 

- 
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No.  141.  HIDE  THOU  ME. 


Fanny  J.  Ceosby.  Rev.  R.  Lowby,  D.D. 


1.  In  Thy  cleft,  O  Rock  of  A  -  ges,  Hide  Thon  me 

2.  From  the  snare  of  sin  -  ful  pleas  -  ure,  Hide  Thon  me 

3.  In  the  lone  -  ly  night  of  sor  -  row,  Hide  Thon  me 


3—/ 1-  J~ — 
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When  the  fit  -  ful  temp  -  est  r 

Thon,  my  soul’s  e  -  ter  -  nal,  tr 

Till  in  glo  -  ry  dawns  the  ir 

ag  -  es,  Hide  Thon  m 
eas  -  ure,  Hide  Thon  m 
lot  -  row,  Hide  Thou  m 

p~ | 
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No.  142.  THE  MISSIONARY  ANGEL. 


And  I  saw  another  angel  fly  In 


;  the  everlasting  gospel 


1.  The 

2.  The  __ 

3.  The  gos  -  pel 

4.  The  watch-mai 

*• _ 


"  fly  -  -  ing,  from  bright  heavenly  por  -  tals  He 

is  fly  -  ing,‘F ear  God  and  give  glo  -  ry  For  the 

is  fly  -  mg,  be-  hold »  the  bright  an  -gel,  As 

who  stands  on  the  ram-parts  of  Zi  -  on,  And 


-  his  mis-sion  of  love,  Glad  tid-  ings  He  bringeth  to  per-  ish-  ing 

hour  of  his  judgment  is  come,’  And  tells  He  to  kindreds, and  tongues  the  glad 
sweeps  He  the  land  and  the  tide  All  na-tions  of  earth  shall  receive  the  ev  - 
looks  o’er  the  field  of  the  night,  Views  gleaming  a  sword,  like  the  sheen  of  O  - 


r  v 

mor  -  tals  Of  the  rest  that  re-  main-eth  a-  bove,  Tfie  ti  -  a  -  ra  of 

sto  -  ry,  How  Christ  brings  the  wan-  der-  er  home,  0  calls  He  to 

an  -  gel,  Which  tells  that  a  Sav-  iour  has  died,  The  kingdoms  that 

-  ri  -  an,  As  it  leaps  from  its  scab-bard  of  light—  The  Word -sword  of 


t— 


glo  -  ry  en  -  circles  His  head,  As  trills  the  sweet  message  of  life  for  the  dead 
millions  by  Sa-tan  enslaved  To  bow  to  God’s  mandate, believe  and  be  saved, 
blindly  vain  i- dols  adored,  Become  the  blest  kingdoms  of  Jesus  theLord. 
Jesus  by  the  angel  waved  high, Now  flashing  its  splendors  athwart  the  dark  sky. 


5  O,  privilege  glorious  to  us  is  given,  1 
To  herald  the  angel’s  blest  flight, 

To  win  the  poor  wanderers  of  earth  back 
to  heayen, 


I  To  scatter  the  truth  and  the  light, 

Till  the  day  of  probation  forever  is  o’er, 
And  the  angel  returns  to  the  echoless 
shore. 
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BEAUTIFUL  CANAAN. — Concluded. 


No.  144.  JESUS  IS  MINE. 


W.  H.  Doane,  by  per. 

1.  Now  I  have  found  a  friend,  Je  -  sus  is  mine;  Whose  love  shall 

2.  Tho’  I  grow  poor  and  old,  Je  -  sus  is  mine;  He  will  my 

3.  When  earth  shall  pass  a- way,  Je  -  sus  is  mine;  In  the  great 


i  i  i  i 

v)r 

^  1  .  •  it- ^ 

nev  -  er  end,  Je  - 

faith  up-  hold,  Je  - 

judgment  day,  Je  - 

Tho’  earth-  ly  joys  de-crease, 
He  shall  my  wants  sup-  ply, 

O  what  a  glo  -  rious  thing, 

nr^Tiq-— 
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Tho’  human  friendships  cease,  Now  I  have  last-ing  peace,  Je  -  sus  is  mine. 
His  precious  blood  is  nigh, Naught  can  my  hope  destroy,  Je  -  sus  is  mine. 
Then  to  behold  my  King,  On  tuneful  harps  to  sing,  Je  -  sus  is  mine. 


OH,  LIST  TO  THE  CALL.  Concluded. 


NO.  146.  JESUS,  ONLY  JESUS. 

Mrs.  E.  M.  Hall.  J.  T.  Gkape. 


.  7 — ,  , 

.  (  Would  you  find  a  place  of  rest?  Acquaint  thyself  with  Je  -s 
’(  Would  you  find  a  lov  -  ing  breast? ’Tis  found  alone  in  Je-s 
He  was  tru-ly  Ma- ry’s  Son, Yet  we  own  Him  Je-s 
He  was  homeless  and  a -lone,  Yet  we  love  Him,  Je-s 
Oh,  now  sweet,  when  weary  days  And  fe  -  ver’d  nights  are  o’ 


He’s  the  star  on  life’s  dark  night, Pointing  to  a  world  of  light, 

And  with  Him  His  church  ere  long,  Joining  the  tri  -  umphantsong, 
Storms  may  rage, and  o  -  ceans  roll, He’s  the  cen  -  tre  of  the  soul, 


— 1 — -rj=f 

=$==£= 

*  rr  ^ 

Where  the  soul  in 
Shall  His  glo-rious 
And,  while  endless 

\  s  i-  5  7 

sweet  delight,  May  ev 
name  prolong,  Je  ■ 

a  -  ges  roll,  ’Tis  Je 

•  **  r 

-  er  dwell  with  Je  -  sus. 

-  sus,  on  -  ly  Je  -  sus. 

-sus,  on  -  ly  Je  -  sus. 

i  -  jjf;-- p-. 
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No.  147.  ’T1S  ONLY  THRO’  JESUS  1  LIVE. 

R  G-  s-  E.  G.  Staples. 


E.  C 

1.  Naught  can  I  do  that  will  save  My  soul  from  its  ut  -  ter  de  -  spah- 
%■  ?el  me  not  harbor  the  thought,  That  I  can  do  aught  that  will  save 
cijel,  me  approach  thee,0  Lord!  Through  faith  in  the  Cruci-  fled  One- 
4.  Speak  words  of  peace,  recon  -  cile  This  sad  aching  heart  un  -  to  Thee  ■ 


No  word  thought  or  action  of  mine,  Eelieves  me  when  burdened  with  care 
This  sin-burdened  heart  from  its  guilt,  So  rap- id  -  ly  neaping  the  grave.  ' 
f  a  u1?  Thy,C°?lpaS' Slon  and  love>  °>  speak  thou, and  lo,  it  is  done. 
And  help  me  look  outward  from  self,  To  Je  -  sus  who  suffered  for  me: 


live,  And  this  shall  be  my  one  plea 
I  live, 


did  He  come  from  heav  -  en,  To  help  us  here  be  -  low? 

He  for  -  give  and  love  us,  When  we  so  oft  re  -  bel? 


tell  ME  MORE  OF  JESUS. — Continued. 


Tell  me  more  of  Jesus.— Concluded. 


No,  149.  GIVE  US  JESUS. 

Eev.  M.  B.  Whartox,  D.  D.  B.  G.  Staples. 

1.  Give  us  Je  -  sus-hope  deceives  us  When  to  earth- ly  founts  we  fly; 

2.  Give  us  Je  -  sus-darkness  flees  us  When  His  radiant  face  ap-pears. 

3.  Give  us  Je  -  sus— terrors  seize  us  As  we  near  the  solemn  grave. 

4-  Give  us  Je  -  sus-naught  can  please  us-Naught  our  souls  can  satisfy. 
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No.  150,  STAY  THOU  BY  ME. 


104 


FLEE  AS  A  BIRD.  Concluded. 


165 


DARK  WAS  THE  NIGHT. 

E.  G.  Staples. 


1.  Dark  was  the  night  when  the  Saviour  of  men  Wrestled  in  prayer; 

2.  Lift-ed  on  high,  with  the  nails  thro’ His  hands,  Pierced  by  the  spear, 

3.  Are  we  in  trou  -  ble?  does  life  like  a  load  Crush  us  to  earth? 

e-T-g—- ^-g==e=CB- 


No.  157.  When  the  Mists  have  cleared  away. 


Anne  Hebbebt. 


J.  H..  Andeeson. 


1.  When  the  mists  have  roll’d  in  splen  dor  From  the  beau- ty  of  the  hills, 

2.  If  we  err,  in  hu  -  man  blindness,  And  for-  get  that  we  are  dnst, 

3.  When  the  mists  have  ris’n  a- bove  ns,  And  our  Fath-  er  knows  His  own, 


And  the  sun-shine,  warm  and  ten  -  der,  Falls  in  kiss  -  es  on  the  rills, 
If  we  miss  the  law  of  kind  ness  When  we  strug-  gle  to  be  jnst, 
Face  to  face  with  those  that  love  us,  We  shall  know  as  we  are  known, 


We  may  read  love’s  shin-ing  let  -  ter  In  the  rain-bow  of  the  spray: 
Snow-y  wings  of  peace  shall  cov  -  er  All  the  plain  that  hides  a  -  way, 
Lo!  beyond  the  o-  rient  meadows  Floats  the  gold- en  fringe  of  day, 

..tf  ft  £  g  £  £'  g  r,  r  f'  f  f. 
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We  shall  know  each  oth-  er  bet  -  ter  When  the  mists  have  clear’d  a- way. 
When  the  weary  watch  is  o-  ver,  .And  the  mists  have  clear’d  a- way. 
Heart  to  heart  we  bide  the  shad-ows,  Till  the  mists  have  clear’d  a- way. 


morn  -  ing,  When  the  mists .  have  clear’d  a-way. 

Whenthemists  have  clear’d  away. 
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No.  158.  LET  THE  SAVIOUR  IN  ! 


J.  B. 

Axcirixsox. 

E.  0.  Excell,  by  per. 

MR=f=^P 
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l. 

*  i  r 

There’s  a  Stranger  at  the  door  ; 

c  m 

Let  Him  in ! 

2. 

O-pennow  to  Him  your  heart  ; 

Let  Him  in ! 

3. 

HearyounowHislov-ing  voice  ; 

Let  Him  in  ! 

4. 

Now  admit  the  heav’nly  Guest ; 

Let  Him  in !  ■ 

Let  the  Saviour  in !  Let  the  Saviour  in ! 

Sip 

fu  1 

No.  159.  MAKE  A  FRIEND  OF  JESUS. 

E.  A.  H.  Rev.  Elisha  A.  Hoffman,  Arr. 


Make  the  Lord  your  friend !  Make  the  Lord  your  friend,  And-He  will  defend 


you  He  will  defend!  Trust  Him  and  His  love  will  bless  Thee,  Thro’  e-  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 

175  '  *  ' 


No.  160.  BEYOND  THE  GRIEVING. 


E.  G.  Staples.  Fbank  M.  Davis. 


1.  We  shall  meet  beyond  the  grieving,  G  ver  on  the  other  side; 

2.  We  shall  rest  and  know  no  anguish,  When  we’ve  run  our  earthly  race, 

3.  Soon  we’ll  join  the  ransomed  chorus  Eound  the  throne, tar, far  a-bove. 


When  we’ve  crossed  the  darksome  i|iv-er,  With  our  Sav  -  iour  to  a- bide. 
Just  beyond  this  vale  of  sor- row,  On  life’s  mountain,  thro’ God’s  grace. 
These  low  grounds  of  sin  and  sor  -  row,  In  the  sun_-  shine  of  God’s  love. 


BEYOND  THE  GRIEVING.— Concluded. 


No.  161-  WEBB.  7s,  6s. 


f  Stand  up!  stand  up  for  Jesus!  Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross; 

{  Lift  high  His  loy-al  banner,  It  [Omit . nrflnS 

'.—Till  ev-ery  foe  is  vanquished, And  Chnst  is  Lord  indeed. 

f  Stand  up !  stand  up  for  Jeans!  The  trumpet  call  obey; 

{  Sto  the  mighty  conflict,  In  [Omit . 

—Your  courage  rise  with  danger,  And  strength  to  strengt  oppose. 


3  Stand  up!  stand  up  for  Jesus! 
Stand  in  His  strength  alone; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you— 
Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own. 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

And,  watching  unto  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 
£e  never  wanting  there. 


Stand  up!  stand  up  for  Jesus! 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 
The  next  the  victor’s  song; 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be; 
He,  with  the  King  of  glory, 
Shall  reign  eternally. 
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No.  162.  JESUS,  LOVER  OF  MY  SOUL. 


Adapted.  Franz  Abt. 
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No. 163.  INEEDTHEPRAYERSOFTHOSEI  LOVE. 


J.  E.  Rankin,  D.  D.  E.  S.  Lobenz,  by  per. 


1.  I  need  the  prayers  of  those  Hove!  I  need  the  s  wee  t,  sweet  feel- ing, 


fa  . '! 


need  the  prayers .  I  need  the  prayers . 

I  need  the  prayers  of  those  I  love,  of  those  I  love, 


I  need  the  Prayers  of  Those  I  Love.— Concluded. 


3  Of  those  I  love,  I  heed  the  prayers! 
Whene’er  God’s  throne  addressing: 
’Twillkeepmyfeetfromsinsand  snares, 
’Twill  break  in  show’rs  of  blessing, 
Who  love  me  yet, 

Oh,  ne’er  forget; 

Of  those  I  love,  I  need  the  prayers! 


2  Of  those  I  love  the  prayers  I  need! 
They  know  my  wants  and  ailings; 
They  know  the  way  to  intercede 
For  all  my  faults  and  failings. 

On  bended  knee, 
Remember  me, 

Of  those  I  love  the  prayers  I  need! 


No.  164.  HOW  SWEET  THE  NAME. 


No.  165.  1  HAVE  CHRIST,  WHAT  WANT  1  MORE? 

E.  G.  Staples. 


_  _  _  -  ]y  dy  -  ing  wo  -  man, Stretch’d  upon  a  gar-  ret  floor, 

But  her  words  will  live,  for  -  ev  -  er,  I  re-  peat  them  o’er  and  o’er, 
Look  a- way  from' earths  af- flic-  tions,  All  earth’s  joys  will  soon  be  oer, 

a.  f.  ...  ..  v  Af 
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Hav-ing  not  one  earthly  com  fort,  “I  have  Christ  what  want  1  i 
God  de-lights  to  hear  me  say  -  ing:  “I  have  Christ,  what  want  I  i 
Best  not  till  each  heart  ex-claim-  eth :  “I  have  Christ,  what  want  I  i 


* 


1  HAVE  CHRIST,  Etc.— Concluded. 


1 


No.  166.  I  DO  BELIEVE. 


And  thro’  His  blood,  His  precious  blood  I  shall  from  si 


3  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 
While  His  dear  cross  appears, 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 


4  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne’er  repaj 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe  ; 

Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away — 
’Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 


If  we  will  help  our  broth-  er,  He  may  fight  through  and  win. 
And  seek  to  help  each  oth  -  er,  That  Christ  will  help  ns  too. 
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No.  168.  BLESSED  BE  THE  FOUNTAIN. 


1.  Bless-ed'be  the  Fountain  of  blood, To  a  world  of  sin-ners  revealed  ; 

2  Thorny  was  the  crown  that  He  wore,  And  the  cross  His  bod-y  o  er  came  ; 

3  Fa-  ther,  I  have  wander’d  from  Thee,  Often  has  my  heart  gone  a-stray  ; 


Tho’  I’ve  wander’d  far  from  His  fold,  Bringing  to  my  heart  pain  and  woe, 
May  I  to  that  Fountain  be  led,  Made  to  cleanse  my  sins  here  below  ; 
Je  -  sus  to  that  Fountain  of  Thine;  Leaning  on  Thy  promise  I  go  ; 


0  ffu_ w — j, - - — w - |sj- 
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Wash  me  in  the  Blood  of  the  Lamb,  And  I  shall  b 
Wash  me  in  the  Blood  that  He  shed, And  I  shall  b 
Cleanse  me  by  Thy  wash-ing  di-vine,  And  I  shall  b 

■■  t  '■  t 

e  whit-  er  than  snow, 
e  whit-  er  than  snow, 
e  whit-  er  than  snow. 

J^  
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BLESSED  BE  THE  FOUNTAIN. -Concluded. 


ROCK  OF  AGES. 

Thomas  Hastings. 

ik  !  s  .  F™E-  .  k  I  s  .  D.-a 


2  Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know  ; 
These  for  sin  conld  not  atone  ; 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone, 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring, 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling. 


While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death, 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown, 
And  behold  Thee  on  Thy  throne,— 
Eock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee. 


No.  170.  We  shall  know  Each  other  There. 


C.  A.  F. 

C.  A.  Fyke. 

H - n - — =£=q - ii^p-|  .1 
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1.  Shall  we  know  our  lov’d  ones  up  -  on  the  oth  -  er  shore? 

2.  Shall  we  know  our  Sav  -  iour  up  -  on  the  oth  -  er  shore? 

3.  Oh,  how  sweet  to  know  that,  up  -  on  the  oth  -  er  shore? 

o  i  -r  r  r 
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Will  they  come  to  meet 
Can  we  trust  Hispron 
Free  from  pain  and  sor 

KFf=HNg| 
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,  us  and  greet  us  as  of  yore? 

i  -  ise  of  rest  for  -  ev  -  er  more? 

-  row  and  care  for  -  ev  -  er  more  ? 

Will  theyguide  us  safe  -  ly  with  -  in  thepearl  y  gates? 

Will  He  bid  us  en  -  ter  witli  -  in  thepearl  -  y  gates? 

We  shall  know  the  lov’d  ''ones  With  -  in  thepearl  -  y  gates? 


No.  171.  SAVE  ME  LORD. 

Addie  Evilsizek.  m-  Evilsizee. 

1.  Lo!  a  poor  and  need  -  y  sin  -  ner  To  the  cross  I  cling, 

2.  There  is  per  -  feet  peace  and  par  -  don  For  the  sin  -  sick  soul, 

3.  There’s  a  house  of  man  -  y  man-sions  That  is  built  on  high, 

U  U  ^  '  i 


Save  me  Lord,  save  me  Lord!  Nothing  great  have  I  to  of  -  fer, 
Praise  the  Lord, praise  the  Lord!  Thro’ the  cleansing  blood  of  Je  -  sus, 
Praise  the  Lord, praise  the  Lord!  Where  his  cho- sen  shall  be  gath- ered, 


SAVE  ME  LORD— Concluded. 


bless-  ed  Saviour,  To  Thy  arms  I  fly, Save  me  Lord,  save  me  'Lord, 
lieving,  trusting,  He  will  cleanse»your  soul, Praise  the  Lord, praise  the  Lord. 
“  Come  up  higher,”  To  that  home  above, Praise  the  Lord, praise  the  Lord. 

u  ^  ^  r~f  f  Ft? 

No.  172.  NETTLETON.  8s,  7s,  D. 


Here  I  raise  my  Ebenezer; 

Hither  by  thy  help' I  come; 

And  I  hope,  by  Thy  good  pleasure 
Safely  to  arrive  at  home; 

Jesus  sought  me,  when  a  stranger, 
Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God ; 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 
Interposed  His  precious  blood. 


3  O  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 
Daily  I’m  constrained  to  be! 

Let  Thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  Thee; 
Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it; 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love, 
Here’s  my  heart,  Lord,  take  and  seal  it, 
Seal  it  for  Thy  courts  above. 


No.  173.  ROOM  AT  THE  THRONE  OF  GRACE. 


R.  Gr.  Staples. 


W.  F.  Heath. 


MH 
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ROOM  AT  THE  THRONE,  Etc.-Conciuded. 


No.  174.  CLEANSING  FOUNTAIN.  C.  M. 


2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day; 

And  there  have  I,  as  vile  as  he, 
Wash’d  all  my  sins  away. 

3  Dear  dying  Lamb,  thy  precious  blood 

Shali  never  lose  its  power, 

Till  all  the  ransom’d  Church  of  God 
Be  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 


4  E’er  since  by  faith  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

5  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I’ll  sing  Thy  power  to  save, 

When  this  poor  lisping stam’ring  tongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 


w 
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No.  175.  WELCOME,  JESUS,  WELCOME. 


Fbank  L.  Abmsteong. 


1.  In  the  ark 

2.  Now  God’s  cho-sen 

3.  Whereso  -  ev  -  er 


-  ]y,  Once  the  Lord  appeared,  There  to  bless  His 
tem  -  pie,  Where  He  will  impart  Heav-en’s  richest 
Je  -  sus  Is  a  welcome  guest,  In  the  heart  or 


j  -q  .  ..[ 

V  V  T 

Found  a  rest-ing  place, There  were  sweetest  to  -  ke 
Waiting  to  come  in, — Wel-come,  Je-  sus,  welcome, 
Showmenow  Thy  grace,  Make  my  heart  Thy  temple,1 

V  ° 

ns  Of  Je-hovah’sgrace. 
.Cleanse  my  heart  from  sin. 
Thine  own  dwellingplace. 

.  +’•  0  0.‘  0  fS  . 
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WELCOME,  JESUS,  WELCOME.-Concluded. 


5  C  ! 

pf-s 

Make  it  now  Thy  dwell-ing  place, And  nev  -  er  -  more  de  -  part. 

MI,,  r  f  co4: »  *  « 
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No.  176.  OLD  HUNDRED.  L.  M. 

Isaac  Watts.  L.  Bourgeois.^ 


2  His  sovereign  power,  without  our  aid, 
Made  us  of  clay,  and  formed  us  men  ; 

And  when, like  wanderingsheep, we  strayed, 
He  brought  us  to  His  fold  again. 

3  We  are  His  people,  we  His  care, . 

Our  souls  and  all  our  mortal  frame : 

What  lasting  honors  shall  we  rear, 
Almighty  Maker,  to  Thy  name? 


4  Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  command, 
Vast  as  eternity  Thy  love  ; 

Firm  as  a  rock  Thy  truth  must  stand, 
When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move. 
DOXOLOGY.  L.  M. 

Praise  Go‘d,from  whom  all  blessings  flow ; 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

Bp.  THOS.  Ken,  1697. 


M.  E. 


Frank  L.  Armstrong. 


at 
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At  the  feet  of  Him  who  came,  Took  our  sins,  and  bore  our  shame, 
Wea-  ry.troub-  led,  and  op  pressed,  All  may  find  e  -  ter  -  nal  rest 
Come — with  all  thy  sin  -and  fear,  Lay  thy  ev  -  ’ry  bur-  den  here, 


At  the  feet  of  Je  -  sus  slain,  At  the  feet  of  Je  -  s 

With  that  Sav  -  iour  ev  -  er  blest,  At  the  feet  of  Je  -  s 

And  in  joy  complete  ap  -  pear  At  the  feet  of  Je  -  t 


AT  JESUS’  FEET,— Concluded. 


c  '  '  »•  ^  -  i  *  jjj 
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At  His  feet,  oh,  blessed  spot! 

At  His  feet,  « 

t  It 

His 

ih,  bless  -  ed  spot! 
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No.  178.  THE  LORD’S  PRAYER. 


Thy  kingdom  come,  Thy  will  be  done  on . earth,  as  it  I  is  in  I  heaven. 

And  forgive  ns  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  .  .  .  .  them  that  trespass  a-  gainst  ns. 

Forthineisthekingdom,andthepower,andtheglory,for-ever  and  lever,  A  -  |  men. 


No.  179.  Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep. 


Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep.  Continued, 


Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep.  Concluded. 


_  _  _  ■  Fa  -  ther’s  house, 

'  1  Tempests  are  gath-’ring  fast, 

,  J  Look  at  the  wear  -  y  way, 

'■  \  Find-  ing  no  rest  nor  peace, 

,  f  Dark-  er  thy  path-  way  grows, 
’’  1  Fierce-ly  the  light-nings  flash, 

J ±  ft  | 


A.  S.  Kieffer. 


Come,  ere  the  day  is  done; 
Dark-  ness  is  com  -  ing  on.  / 
Look  where  thy  feet  have  trod.  1 
Wand-’ring  a  -  way  from  God.  J 
Soon  will  the  night  come  down ;  1 
Dark  -  er  the  temp-ests  frown.  / 
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No.  181. 


WHAT  WONDROUS  LOVE. 


Arr.  by  D.  E.  Dobtch. 


 -  -  i-  j --1 

1.  What  wondrous  love  is  this  — O  my  soul!  O  my  soul!  What 

Z.  When  I  was  sink  -  mg  down,  Sink-ing  down,  sink-ing  down, When 

i  nrie  wmo  '  e(*  s®1- '  aplis,  fly!  Bear  the  news?  bear  the  news!  Ye 

4.  To  God  and  to  the  Lamb  I  will  sing!  I  will  sing!  To 

1  J _ I  I  | 


wondrous  love  is  this, —  O  my  soul!  What  wondrous  love 
I  was  sink-ing down,  Sink-  ing  down!  When  I  ’was  sink-ing  down 
wing-  ed  ser-aphs,  fly,  Bear  the  news,  Ye  wing  -  ed  ser  -  apbs,  fly 
God  and  to  the  Lamb  I  will  sing!  To  God  and  to  the  Lamb 


Mb 


=±= 


T  T-  i  1  f  -  v  i 

That  caused  the  Lord  of  bliss  To  bear  the  dreadful  curse  For  my 

Beneath  God’s  righteous  frown,  Christ  laid  a  -  side  His  crown  For  my 

Like  com- ets  thro’ the  sky,  Fill  vast  e-  ter  -  ni  -  ty  With  the 

And  to  the  great  I  .  Am,  While  mill-ions  join  the  theme  I  will 

- -  J  rjk 


■rnpRr  „ 

■  my  soul?  To  bear  the  dread- ful  curse  For  my  : 

soul,  for  my  soul,  Christ  laid  a  -  side  His  crown  For  my  i 

news,  with  the  news,  Fill  vast  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty  With  the  n 

sing,  I  will  sing, While  mill-  ions  join  the  theme  I  will  s 

,  -   I  I 


5  Come  friends  of  Zion’s  King,  join  the  praise! 
Gome  friends  of  Zion’s  King, 

With  hearts  and  voices  sing, 

And  strike  each  tnnefnl  string  in  His  praise! 


I  6  Thus  while  from  death  we’re  free  we’ 
Thus  while  from  death  we’re  free. 
We’ll  sing  and  joyful  be 
I  And  in  eternity  we’ll  sing  onl 
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FAVORITE  HYMNS. 


No,  182.  BETHANY.  6b  &  -is, 

Key  of  F$. 


No.  184.  BBOWN.  O.M. 


1  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

E’en  though  it  be  a  cross 
That  raiseth  me, 

Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee ! 

2  Though  like  a  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  comes  over  me, 
My  rest  a  stone; 

Yet  in  my  dreams  I’d  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee  ! 

3  There  let  my  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven ; 

All  that  Thou  sendest  me 
In  merey  given ; 

Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee ! 

4  Or,  if  on  joyful  wing, 

Cleaving  the  sky, 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 
Upward  I  fly, 

Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee ! 


1' Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 

A  follower  of  the  Lamb? 

And  shall  I  fear  to  own  His  cause, 

Or  blush  to  speak  His  name? 

2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 

On  flowery  beds  of  ease, 

While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sailed  through  bloody  seas? 

3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face? 

Must  I  not  stem  the  flood? 

Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God? 

4  Sure  I  must  fight  if  I  would  reign, 

Increase  my  courage,  Lord ; 

I’ll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  Thy  word. 


No,  186.  LENOX. 


1  Arise,  my  soul,  arise ; 

Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears, 

The  bleeding  sacrifice 
In  my  behalf  appears ; 

Before  the  throne  my  surety  stands, 

|| :  My  name  is  written  on  His  hands.  :J 


No  183.  BOYLSTON. 


1  Did  Christ  o’er  sinners  weep? 
And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry? 
Let  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst  forth  from  every  eye. 


2  The  Son  of  God  in  tears 

The  wondering  angels  see  ; 

Be  thou  astonished,  O  my  soul ; 
He  shed  those  tears' for  thee. 


3  He  wept  that  we  might  weep; 


In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found, 
And  there’s  no  weeping  there. 


2  He  ever  lives  above, 

For  me  to  intercede, 

His  all  redeeming  love, 

His  precious  blood  to  plead; 

His  blood  atoned  for  all  our  race, 

And  sprinkles  now  the  throne  of  grace 

3  Five  bleeding  wounds,  He  bears, 

Received  on  Calvary ; 

They  pour  effectual  prayers, 

They  strongly  plead  for  me ; 

Forgive  him,  oh,  forgive,  they  cry, 
Nor  let  that  ransomed  sinner  die. 

4  To  God  I’m  reconciled ; 

His  pardoning  voice  I  hear ; 

He  owns  me  for  His  child  ; 

I  can  no  longer  fear; 

With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 

And  Father,  Abba,  Father,  cry 
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FAVORITE  HYMNS.-Continued. 


No.  186.  CORONATION. 


1  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus’  name ! 

Let  angels  prostrate  tall; 

Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

2  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel’s  race, 

Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall, 

Hail  Him  who  saves  you  hy  His  grace, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne’er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall, 

Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  ball, 

To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe, 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

Rev.  Edward  Pebronet. 


No.  188.  I  GAVE  MY  LIFE  FOR  THEE. 


1  I  gave  my  life  for  thee, 

My  precious  blood  I  shed, 

That  thou  might  ransomed  be, 
And  quickened  from  the  dead ; 
I  gave,  I  gave  my  life  for  thee, 
What  hast  thou  given  for  me  ? 

2  My  Father’s  house  of  light — 

My  glory-cirled  throne, 

I  left,  for  earthly  night, 

For  wanderings  sad  and  lone : 

I  left,  I  left  it  all  for  thee  : 

Hast  thou  left  aught  for  me? 

3  And  I  have  brought  to  thee, 

Down  from  my  home  above, 
Salvation  full  and  free, 

My  pardon  and  my  love; 

I  bring,  I  bring  rich  gifts  to  thee, 
What  hast  thou  brought  for  me? 


No.  187.  HEBER.  O.M. 

1  Come,  humble  sinner,  in  whose  breast 

A  thousand  thoughts  resolve, 

Come,  with  your  guilt  and  fear  oppress’d, 
And  make  this  last  resolve : 

2  I’ll  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  sin 

Like  mountains  round  me  close ; 

I  know  His  courts,  I’ll  enter  in, 
Whatever  may  oppose. 

3  Prostrate  I’ll  lie  before  His  throne, 

And  there  my  guilt  confess; 

I’ll  tell  Him,  I’m  a  wretch  undone 
Without  His  sovereign  grace. 

4  Perhaps  He  will  admit  my  plea, 

Perhaps  will  hear  my  prayer ; 

But,  if  I  perish,  I  will  pray, 

And  perish  only  there. 

5  I  can  hut  perish  if  I  go — 

I  am  resolved  to  try  ; 

For  if  I  stay  away,  I  know 
I  must  forever  die. 


No.  189.  WORK  FOR  THE  NIGHT. 


Key  of  Bf>. 


1  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Work  through  the  morning  hours ; 
Work  while  the  dew  is  sparkling, 
Work  ’mid  springing  flowers ; 

Work  when  the  day  grows  brighter, 
Work  in  the  glowing  sun  ; 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man’s  work  is  done. 

2  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Work  through  the  sunny  noon  ; 

Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor, 

Rest  comes  sure  and  soon  ; 

Give  every  flying  minute 
Something  to  keep  in  store ; 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming; 

When  man  works  no  more. 

3  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Under  the  sunset  skies ; 

While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 
Work,  for  the  daylight  flies ; 

Work  till  the  last  beam  fadetli, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more  ; 

Work  while  the  night  is  darkening, 
When  man’s  work  is  o’er. 

ANNIE  L.  Walker, 


FAVORITE  HYMNS.— Concluded. 


No.  190.  AZMON,  0,M. 

1  O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God — 

A  calm  and  heavenly  frame; 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

2  Where.is  the  blessedness  I  knew 

When  first  I  saw  the  Lord? 

Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  His  word? 

3  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed  ! 

How  sweet  their  memory  still ! 

But  they  have  left  an.aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

4  Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return, 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest : 

I  hate  the  sins  that  made  Thee  mourn, 
And  drove  Thee  from  my  breast. 


No,  191.  MISSIONARY  HYMN.  7a  &  6s. 


1  From  Greenland’s  icy  mountains, 

From  India’s  coral  strand, 
Where  Afric’a  sunny  fountains 
Roll  down  their  golden  sand  ; 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 
From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error’s  chain. 

2  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high — 
Shall  we,  to  men  benighted, 

The  lamp  of  life  deny? 
Salvation,  oh,  salvation! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 

Till  earth’s  remotest  nation 
Has  learned  Messiah’s  name. 

3  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  His  story, 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 

Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Till  o’er  our  ransomed  nature 
The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 


No.  192.  WHAT  A  FRIEND,  8,7. 


1  What  a  friend  we  have  in  Jesus, 

All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear ; 
What  a  privilege  to  carry 
Everything  to  God  in  prayer. 

Oh,  what  peace  we  often  forfeit, 

Oh,  what  needless  pain  we  bear — 
All  because  we  do  not  carry 
Everything  to  God  in  prayer. 

2  Have  we  trials  and  temptations? 

Is  there  trouble  anywhere? 

We  should  never  be  discouraged, 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 

Can  we  find  a  Friend  so  faithful, 

Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share? 
Jesus  knows  our  every  weakness, 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 

3  Are  we  weak  and  heavy  laden, 

Cumbered  with  a  load  of  care? 
Precious  Saviour,  still  our  refuge, 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 

Do  thy  friends  despise,  forsake  thee? 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer ;  . 

In  His  arms  He’ll  take  and  shield  thee 
Thou  wilt  find  a  solace  there. 


No,  193.  THE  SOLID  ROOK. 


1  My  tope  is  built  on  nothing  less 
Than  Jesus  blood  and  righteousness  : 

I  dare  not  trust  the  sweetest  frame, 
But  wholly  lean  on  Jesus’  name : 

On  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand ; 

All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 

2  When  darkness  seems  to  veil  His  face, 
I  rest  on  His  unchanging  grace ; 

In  every  high  and  stormy  gale, 

My  anchor  holds  within  the  vail : 

On  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand  ; 

All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 

3  His  oath,  His  covenant,  and  blood, 
Support  me  in  the  whelming  flood ; 
When  all  around  my  soul  gives  way, 
He  then  is  all  my  hope  and  stay  : 

On  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand, 

All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 
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INDEX. 


A 

Abide  with  Me . 

A  child  of  the  King . 

After  the  storm  that  sweeps  the  sea 
Alas  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed  .  . 
All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus  name  . 

All  to  Christ  I  owe . 

Ajn  I  soldier  of  the  Cross . 

Angels  hovering  ’round . 

Are  you  washed  in  the  blood  .  .  . 

Are  you  weary . 

A  rise,- my  soul,  arise . 

A  sinner  I  come . 

At  home  or  abroad . 

At  Jesus  feet . .  . 

At  the  Cross . 

At  the  sounding  of  the  trumpet  .  . 
Azinon.  C.  M . 


B 

Beautiful  Canaan . 

Behold  what  manner  of  love  .  .  . 
Believe  and  keep  on  believing  .  .  . 

Be  merciful  to  us,  O  God . 

Be  not  afraid . 

Bethany.  6s  &  4s . 

Better  than  life  to  me . 

Beyond  the  grieving . 

Beyond  the  shores  of  death’s  etc  . 
Beyond  the  things  that  perish  .  .  . 

Blessed  be  the  fountain . 

Boylston.  S.  M . 

Bright  Canaan  . 

Bringing  in  the  sheaves . 

Brother,  make  a  Friend  of  Jesus  . 

Brown.  C.  M . 

By  and  by . 
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45 
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41 
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91 
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79 
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87 


C  No. 

Calm  on  the  listening  ear . 115 

Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters  .  .  125 

Cast  your  care  on  Jesus .  81 

Christians,  lo!  the  fields  .....  Ill 

Cleansing  fountain . 174 

Come,  humble  sinner . 187 

Come  and  sing  with  Joy .  35 

Come  thou  fount . 172 

Come  to  our  Father’s  house  ....  180 

Come  unto  me .  8 

Come  we  that  love  the  Lord  ...  20 

Coronation.  C.  M . 186 

D 

Dark  was  the  night . 155 

Did  Christ  o’er  sinners  weep  .  .  .  183 

Did  you  think  to  pray .  14 

Do  I  not  need  thee  .  92 


Ere  you  left  your  room .  14 

F 

Far  from  these  scenes  of  night  .  .  102 
Five  of  them  were  foolish  ....  112 

Flee  as  a  bird . 151 

Forest.  Ij.  M . 103 

For  you  and  for  me . 130 

From  Greenland’s  icy  mountains  .  191 

G 

Give  us  Jesus . 149 

Gloria  Patri .  5 

Glory  be  to  the  Father .  5 

Go,  bury  thy  sorrow . 127 

God  be  with  you . 117 

Guide  me  Saviour .  61 


Hallelujah,  Mess  His  name  .... 

Happy  Day . 

Hast  thou  looked  for  the  star  .  .  . 

Have  you  been  to  Jesus . 

Have  you  ever  closed  your  heart  . 
Have  you  heard  the  good  news  .  . 

Hear,  O  hear  me . ] 

Hear  the  news . 

Heavenly  Shepherd . 

Heber.  C.  M . 1 

He  is  our  friend . 1 

He  knoweth  the  way  . 1 

He  leadeth  me . 

He  saves  to  the  uttermost  .... 

He  that  goeth  forth  with  weeping  . 

Hide  Thou  me . 1 

Ho !  all  ye  thirsty . 1 

Holy  desires . 1 
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I  do  believe . 1 

I  gave  my  life  for  thee . 1 
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No. 
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Jesus  is  coming  again  .  . 
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